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SCENE I 
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DRAKE 

ACT I 

DRAKE'S DRUM 

Scene I — A Ckamher in Hampton Court Palace. 
At the back a bay window witii a view qf the gardens. 
Doors R. and L. 

PLady Lenox and the Queen's ladies are spinning 
or reading, Lobd Howabd of Effingham is playing 
toUh a dog,] 

Howabd [To the dog] What? A frolic in the 
gardens? Come, then. [He moves towards door L.] 

Lady Lenox. Do not stir. Lord Howard. We 
shall presently be summoned. 

Howabd. Oh, the plague! 

Lady Lenox. And be on your guard. The Queen 
is out o' tune with the world. 

Howabd. The Queen o' Scots again? 

Lady Lenox. The Queen o' Scots, the Nobles 
of the OH. Faith, and Spain. Burdens enough. Are 
all the ladies here? [She looks abotU her] Where is 
Mistress Elizabeth Sydenham? 

Howabd. Ask, rather, where is Master JTohn 
Doughty? Since he came home from the Nether- 
lands he hath not left her side. 

Lady Lenox. She is new to the Court. I must 
teach her. 
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ACT I 

DRAKB'3 DRUM 

Scene I — A Chamber in Hampton Court Paiace. 
At the back a bay window vsilk a view cf the gardens. 
Doors R, and Z. 

[Lady Lenox and the Queen's IiAdies are spinning 
or reading. Lobd Howabd of Effingham is playing 
wUh a dog,] 

Howabd [To the dog] What? A frolic in tlie 
gardens? Come, then. [He moves towards door £.] 

Lady Lenox. Do not stir. Lord Howard. We 
shall presently be summoned. 

Howabd. Oh, the plague! 

Lady Lenox. And be on your guard. The Queen 
is out o* time with the world. 

Howabd. The Queen o' Scots again? 

Lady Lenox. The Queen o' Scots, the Nobles 
of the Old Faith, and Spain. Burdens enough. Are 
all the ladies here? [She looks about her] Where is 
Mistress Elizabeth Sydenham? 

Howabd. Ask, rather, where is Master John 
Doughty? Since he came home from the Nether- 
lands he hath not left her side. 

Lady Lenox. She is new to the Court. I must 
teach her. 

3 



DBAK^ 

[Enter Dox Guebau d'Espes and Don Pedbo 
Zttbiaub, L.] 

Dox GuERAU [With an dabarate bow] Out of a 
rose garden, into a garden of roses! 

Lady Lenox. Don Guerau d'Espes — ! Faith, 
sir, you come on an ill-starred day. Anon the Queen 
was coupling your name with threats. 

Don Guerau [Haughtily] The Queen cannot 
threaten the Ambassador of Spain. 

Howard [Laughing] Queen Elizabeth would threaten 
the Archangel Michael! 

Don Guerau [Presenting] My friend, Don Pedro 
Zubiaur — 

[Lady Lenox makes a deep curtsey, but turns away 
coldly] 

Don Pedro [To Don Guerau] Must we go, then? 

Don Guerau. I will not go until I have seen John 
Doughty. 

Howard [At the window, to Lady Lenox] Here is 
your pretty truant, with John Doughty at her heels! 

[Enter Elizabeth Sydenham, followed by John 
Doughty] 

Elizabeth [Oaily] Good morrow to you all! — 
Sweet Lady Lenox! — Oh, what a cloudy face! What 
have I done amiss? 

Lady Lenox. You are very late. 

Elizabeth. By your leave, I was very early. For 
at dawn I was in the gardens, and into a boat, and 
rowed myself to Kingston and back. 

Lady Lenox [Beilaxing] I shall have much ado 
to shape you. 
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Elizabeth. I'm content as I am — save that I 
would I were on Dartmoor. 

Lady Lenox [Tapping her cheek] Hush, pretty 
barbarian! [She goes up] 

John Doughty [At Elizabeth's side] Mistress 
Sydenham — ! 

Elizabeth [With displeasure, yet playfully] Oh — 
shadow! — Look! Lady Clinton is making sheep's-eyes 
at you! 

John [Gaily] Let her make what eyes she will: 
there are no eyes in the world for me but yours. I 
await your answer! 

Elizabeth. Faith, sir, I am but newly bom: for 
to come out of Devonshire to court, is a new birth. 
Let me grow up, then: let me learn the world! Ods 
pippins! Would you have me wed within a week of 
my birth? 

John. I'll wait. But if any man come betwixt 
me and my waiting, he shall rue it. 

Elizabeth [Laughing] Oh! Oh! Would you kill 
my husband? 

John. Ay, gladly, to marry his widow! 

[Enter a Page, R.] 

Page. Lady Lenox, Lord Burghley has ridden 
from town, and her Majesty desires your presence. 
Lady Lenox [To the others] The Queen summons us. 

[All jUe outf R,, except Don Guebau, Zubiaxtb, 
arid John Doughty. These come together quicMy 
and speak hurriedly.] 

Don Guebau [T^o John] Quickly! Quickly! Your 
news from Ridolfi? 
John. Here — ? 

6 
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Lord is in the right this time. This were piracy and 
war, and I'll not meddle with it. 

BuBOHiiET [Sternly] The Queen fwhids it, sir! 

The Queen. The Queen neither bids nor forbids! 
[To Dbake] But Philip is too strong. I dare not flout 
him so. 

BxTRGHLEY [Relieved] Thank (rod! 

Drake [Beginning quietly] My Lord, do you thank 
God for your enemy's strength? Do you thank Grod 
that England must ever pipe the time he calls? How 
long do you think England will hold, if she be as weak 
as you thank God for? Philip has swallowed the Neth- 
erlands; anon he may swallow France. Then Eng- 
land will be but a mouthful, and cold-blooded Alva 
Stattholder of a Spanish province called Inglaterra! 
Shall we thank God for that? No, my Lord! But I 
thank God for stout oaks to build new ships with» for 
stout hearts to man them, and a stout will to teach 
Philip manners. The day shall come, my Lord, by 
heaven the day shall come! And then, when the seas 
are <^n and our shores are safe, we will all thank Gkxl 
together that we can fear our own God and honour our 
own King! 

The Queen. By the Splendour of God, thou art a 
man ! Go thy ways, and keep thy neck out of the noose. 
Come, Lenox. 

[She and the Court go ovi, R. Elizabeth Syden- 
ham stands gazing toith admiration on Drake. 
John Doughty watches in the background, . As 
Elizabeth moves to go: — ] 

Drake. Mistress Sydenham, wait! What shaO I 
bring you from Nombre de Dios? 
Etjzabeth. Nay — oDly come back alive! 
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DRAKE 

John Doughty [Stepping fortoard] Mistress Syden- 
ham! 

Elizabeth [Vexedl Oh, shadow! — Go before, for 
once! 

[Exit John, R.] 

Drake. But what shall I bring you? A chain of 
pearb? 

Elizabeth. Ay; if you bring it yourself. 

Drake. And what will you say, when I bring it? 

Elizabeth [With a curtsey] ''Mr. Drake, I thank 
you kindly!" 

[She runs out, R.] 

Drake. Hah! For that "Thank-you!" I'd sail to 
HeU! 

the scene changes 
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SCENE n 

A Pass across the Isthmus of Darien. 1572 

Francis Dbake 

Pedbo, a CkUftain qf the Maroons 

Tom Moonb 

Thomas Fenneb 

Mabtin Frobisheb 

Gregobt 

Nicholas Fleming 
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SCENE II 

Scene n — A wild pass across ike backbone qf the 
Isthmus cf Darien. The track winds up from the Itft 
behind a crag which juts out nearly to the centre qf the 
stage. It winds dovm again behind a similar crag on 
the right. The gap between is closed at the back by thick 
foliage, above which only the sky is seen. In front of the 
crag is an open space, A rough path leads to the top qf 
the crag on the left, which is also accessible from behind. 
On the top of this crag is a tree in the branches of which 
a sort of crow's nest has been built, reached by steps cut 
in the branches. Other trees close by have been cut down 
to within two or three feet of the ground. It is the lustrous 
night of the tropics, very near dawn. 

[Enter Pedbo, a Maroon (native) from the right. He 
looks about him cautiously, then turns and whistles a 
bird-ccdl,] 

[Enter Dbake, Tom Moone, John Wynteb, Thokas 
Fbnneb, John Chesteb, Mabtin Fbobisheb, TnoiiAs 
Flemino, Gbeooby, and other sailors. They are all 
armed to the teeth. Some are loaded with camp parapheV' 
nalia, amongst them a drum; some are wounded and haS' 
tUy bandaged, aU are weary and woe-begone. Most qf 
them lie down, exhausted^ 

Dbake. Is all well, Pedro? 
Pedbo. All is well. 

Dbake. Tom Moone — Gregory — get to work» 
and cook our breakfast. 
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Don Guerau. Ay, here — in the apca. Here 
they'll not suspect us. [Presenting] This is Don 
Pedro Zubiaur, confidential emissary of King Philip 
of Spain. [To Zubiaxtb] John Doughty, our wannest 
friend — Nay, Mr. Doughty, tell him yourself. 

John [Gravely] I am a faithful son of Holy Church, 
Don Pedro; though in this unhappy country I must 
hide my reUgion if I would serve it. I have devoted 
my life to leading England back to her true Queen — 
Queen Mary — and to Mary, Queen of heaven. 

Zubiaxtb [With a low botp] I am much privileged* 
And now? — you have seen Ridolfi? 

John. I am fresh from the Netherlands. Signor 
Ridolfi has agreed with the Duke of Alva. King Philip 
has raised a great loan in Grenoa, and as soon as the 
treasure ships reach Alva, he will strike. 

ZuBiAUB. Spain is aflame to restore the Faith in 
England and oust the usurper. Her fleet is ready. 
The greatest the world ever saw; with Don Juan of 
Austria, the greatest general that ever sailed the sea, in 
conunand. 

John. Does he know our difficult coast? 

Don Guerau. Every Spaniard knows it. 'Tis 
only the English know it not. 

ZuBiAUB. And here, in England? How fares the 
cause? 

John. Oh, weU! Well! Thank God! 

Don Guerau. But we must strike at once. [Wiih 
a mocking laugh] Oriana, the spinster Queen, is weary- 
ing of her maidenhood — what *s left of it! — She is 
hot for a marriage with Anjou. An alliance with France 
would undo us. 

[Enter Thoscas Douqhtt, R.] 
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John [OreeHng Thomas] Ah — ! — Don Pedro, my 
brother — Thomas Dou^ty, private Secretary to 
Mr. Christopher Hattixi. 

Thomas [After saluting Don Pedbo, daily] Don 
Guerau, I heard you were here, and I come with a 
friendly warning. Her Majesty is on her way hither. 
Letters of yours have fallen into her hands, with a 
certain epigram on Oriana. She is most amazingly 
angered — 

Don Gueraxt. My yoimg friend, I am grateful. 
I will not tempt her anger. [To John] Farewell, Mr. 
Doughty. 

[Exchange qf sahUeSt and exeunt Don Gxterau and 

ZUBIAUR, L,] 

Thobcas [Susptcumsly] John — what mischief are 
you brewing with those Spaniards? 
John. Nought worse than tennis, brother. 
Thomas. Take care. 

[Enter Queen Elizabeth, A., vnth Lord Bubghley, 

LOBD HOWABD, Mb. ChBISTOPHEB HATTON9 

Elizabeth Sydenham and the other Ladies] 

The Queen [In a fury] The treacherous villain! 
The Malapert! '"Oriana"! He shall have news of 
Oriana! — Where is he? 

John Douohtt. Don Guerau d'Espes has but 
now ridden hence! 

The Queen. I'U reach him, though he ride to 
Land's End. And when I reach him he '11 write no more 
epigrams, I promise him. 

BuBGHLEY [Calmly] Your Grace is justified — 

The Queen [Twmirtg on hirri[ Justified! — I thank 
you. Lord Burghley! 
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BxTBGHLET. Yet, remember, Don Guerau is Ambas- 
sador of Spain. 

The Queen. Spain! Spain! Spain! — Must I 
not defend my own name, lest Spain take umbrage? 
Grod-a-mercy, am I Spain's vassal? Spain would cut 
my throat, Spain would set the Frenchwoman on my 
throne, Spain sends this rat-legg^ son of a scorpion, 
this oimce of liquorice, this — this — thing — to spy 
upon me, and I am to kiss his hand! By the Lord! 
I'll have him by the heels, and hang him by the 
heels, till the venom he calls his soul run out at his 
nose! 

BuBGHLEY. Ay — ay — yet — Spain is mighty and 
England weak; Spain is wealthy and England poor; 
Spain follows one purpose and England is rent this 
way and that; Spain's fleet is invincible and England 
has none. 

The Queen. A lie! My sailors are all over the 
world. 

BuBOHLEY. Half the world — and in cockleshells. 

The Queen. The cockleshells float; and the men 
in them fight. Ask John Hawkins. 

BuBGHLEY. Alas, Madam, the only answer Hawkins 
could give would grieve you, for his slaving-expedition 
to the West Indies has come home from San Juan de 
Lua, utterly undone. 

The Queen [After a pause of stupor] And my own 
ship — ? The ship I bought in Lubeck — ? The ship 
my money was in — ? The Jesus — ? Speak! 

BouBGHLEY. Captured — with others. 

The Queen. My men — my ships — my money! 

Hatton. Madam — 

The Queen [ImpatienUy] Silence, Mutton! I'm 
in no mood to hear thee bleat! 

8 



DRAKE 

Hatton [Persisting] There is another chapter to 
Lord Burghley's story. 

The Queen. Of disaster? 

Hatton. No, of glory. , 

The Queen. Say on, then! But who told thee» 
sheep? 

Hatton [Pointing to Thomas Doughty] Thomas 
Doughty, here. 

The Queen. And what doth Thomas Doughty 
know? 

Thomas. K it please your Grace, 'tis not my tale, 
but Francis Drake's. 

The Queen. And who, in heaven's name, is Fran- 
cis Drake? 

Elizabeth Sydenham [Almost involuntarily] I think 
I know! 

[The Court are shocked] 

The Queen [Turning on her] Hoity-toity, Miss 
Pert ! Who asked your counsel? — Speak, Mr, Doughty ! 

TnoiiAS. Francis Drake is own cousin to John 
Hawkins. 

The Queen. A West-Coimtryman, then? 

Elizabeth Sydenham. Ay, Madam. 

The Queen [Flicking her aside] Tsht! — [To Thomas 
Doughty] Go on. 

Thomas. I was with him in Ireland. For all his 
roughness I learned to love the man. 

The Queen. What has this to do with my 
ships? 

Thomas. He was in command of the little Judith of 
fifty tons — but. Madam, will you not hear it from his 
own lips? He is in the palace. 

BuBGHiiBY [Stepping forward] By no means. Madam. 
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The man is nothing — a common sailor — the son of a 
ranter in the Chatham hulks — 

Elizabeth Sydenham [Flashing out] Ay! his father 
was driven out of Tavistock for the Faith! — [Abashed] 
As I 've heard say. 

The Queen. Tsht! tsht! — Do you know the man? 

Elizabeth Sydenham. No, Madam; I have never 
seen him. 

The Queen. Hold your peace, then. [To Thomas 
Doughty] Bring him in. 

[Exit Thomas, L.] 

John Doughty [To Elizabeth Sydenham, gravely] 
Take my advice kindly, mistress; you are a little fro- 
ward with your answers. 

Elizabeth Sydenham. Have you found me so? 

Thomas [Re-entering, L,] Your Majesty — Mr. Fran- 
cis Drake. 

[Enter Francis Dbaeie. He kneels on one knee] 

The Qxteen. Now, Master Drake, stand up and 
speak out. What brought you to Hampton Court? 

Dbake. Rage, Madam, and a hunger for bloody 
vengeance! 

The Queen [Laughing] Here's plain speech! — 
Vengeance upon whom? 

Dbake. Upon a parcel of as treasonable damned 
rogues as crawl on God's earth. 

BuBGHLEY. This is insufferable! 

The Queen. Ay — for those who do not love 
fresh air. [To Dbake] Wast thou at San Juan? 

Dbake. Ay, Madam, and all my fortune. 

The Queen. What happened? 

Dbake. We had done well, for, God be praised, our 
negroes were all sold to advantage. We lay peaceably 
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in harbour cleaning our ships, when up comes Don 
Martin Enriquez in a great galleas, with twelve 
other ships. Our Admiral — Hawkins — [proudly] my 
cousin, Madam — procured a solemn treaty that we 
should continue unmolested. But, thirteen to five 
not being odds enough, Don Martin fetched soldiers 
under cover of the night and stuffed his ships' bellies 
full of 'em. The next day, as I and my men were on 
shore, foregathering with the Spaniards, all friendly 
and brotherly, and our Admiral was feasting their 
ofBcers — lo! a sudden trumpet, and the devils were 
at our throats and pouring into the ships, to kill, 
bum and sink! Then was there such a fight as never 
men saw before. 

The Queen. But you — on shore — how did you 
escape? 

Drake. Every man with me was cut down. [Laugh' 
ing] But I swarmed along a hawser to the Judith, 
while the Spaniards shot at me — and missed me. 

The Queen. — And the Judith — ? 

Dbake [Clumsily] Well — we cut her out — and 
stood by — and fought till she was a sieve — and had 
it not been for the guns of the fort, we'd have sunk 
every mother's son of 'em! 

Elizabeth Sydenham [Who has been watching 
Drake wiih increasing pleasure, breaks out] True 
Devon! 

Drake [To her, radiant] Are you West Country? 

Elizabeth Sydenham [With a curtsey] Iss fay! 

The Queen. And you brought the Judith out? 

Drake [Riveted on Elizabeth, starts] Ay! Safe 
and sound? But the treasure was all on your ship» 
and that the Spaniard got. Not a stiver, not a groat, 
have we brought back for all our labour* 
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Fleming. What is it? Water? 

Fenneb. Ay» loDgface! So big's horsepond to 
]^plq>en! 

Fbobisheb [With erUhugiasm, uneavering] The Lord 
be praised for this sight. 

[All ihe men are on ihe summit now; and aU un- 
cover. Dbake is standing below, lost in thought. 
Suddenly, up the left path rushes a young Maroon 
in vrUd haste. He throws himsdj at Drake's 
feet, and embraces his knees, with a piteous cry] 

Drake. What's this, now? Rise, many rise! 

[Pedro hurries down the cl\ff to them. The young 
Maroon dings to Drake, moaning] 

Pedro. I know him. 'T is Diego, slave to that evil 
beast, Don Garcia. The Spanish treasure goes through 
Garcia's hands, to be sent on. 

Drake [Interested] Oho! This may be worth hearing 
of. [7*0 Pedro] Bid him spedc. 

[Pedro stoops and raises Diego. The latter hur- 
riedly speaks indistinguishable words to Pedro] 

Pedro [Rapidly] He was sent with other slaves, 
down there — (pointing kft) to load mules: toe — 
haha! — the great Draqu^ had fled! 

Drake. That 's good ! 

[Pedro points to Drake, and explains that this is 
Draqtj]6 himself. Diego gives a cry cf joy, and 
abases himself again. Then he tears off a por^ 
turn cf his jacket to show his back] 

Fedbo. But last night they beat him — look! the 
wounds are open! 
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Dbaxx. Horrible! 

Pedbo. So he fled. But they are at his heels — 

Dbakb. Who? 

Pedbo. The others — with the mule-train — 

Dbakb [Eagerly] A mule-train? 

Pedbo [Aways prompted by Diego] Ay — with' 
coffers of gold and silver — and many men — soldiers 
— more than can be counted. 

Dbake. By the Lord — ! How far behind are they? 

Pedbo. He says a bow-shot — nothing! 

Dbake. Give him food. 

Pedbo [InierpreHng Diego's action, Diego is stretch- 
ing his hands towards Dbake, and speaking entreaiingly] 
He beseeches you to protect him. He offers you his life. 

Dbake [pointing to his drum] Faith! He shall be 
my state drummer. 

[Pedbo leads Diego to one side and gives him food. 
Diego sU and eats] 

Dbake [CaUs] Tom Moone! 

Tom [Above] Ay, ay, sir! 

Dbake [Matter-^f-fad] Come down when youVe 
had enough of the prospect. 

Tom. rris most amazing. 

Dbake. So is my news. 

Tom. What news, Cap'n? 

Dbake [Calmly] The Dons are upon us. 

Tom [SiarUed] What! [The other Men listen ex- 
eUedly] 

Dbake [Eating] Keep quiet. And all of you, come 
down orderly and take your weapons. 

[WiA a damour qf surprise the Men clamber doum 
the diff and hurry to their arms] 
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Lord is in the right this time. This were piracy and 
war, and I 'U not meddle with it. 

BuBOHiiET [Sternly] The Queen f^foids it, sir! 

The Queen. The Queen neither bids nor forbids! 
[7*0 Drake] But Philip b too strong. I dare not flout 
him so. 

Bubohlet [Relieved] Thank God! 

Drake [Beginning quietly] My Lord, do you thank 
God for your enemy's strength? Do you thank God 
that England must ever pipe the time he calls? How 
long do you think England will hold, if she be as weak 
as you thank God for? Philip has swallowed the Neth- 
erlands; anon he may swallow France. Then Eng- 
land will be but a mouthful, and cold-blooded Alva 
Stattholder of a Spanish province called Inglaterra! 
Shall we thank God for that? No, my Lord! But I 
thank God for stout oaks to build new ships with» for 
stout hearts to man them, and a stout will to teach 
Philip manners. The day shall come, my Lord, by 
heaven the day shall come! And then, when the seas 
are open and our shores are safe, we will all thank Grod 
together that we can fear our own God and honour our 
own King! 

The Queen. By the Splendour of God, thou art a 
man ! Go thy ways, and keep thy neck out of the noose. 
Come, Lenox. 

[She and the Court go oviy R. Elizabeth Syden- 
ham stands gazing with admiration on Drake. 
John Doughty toatches in the background* . As 
Elizabeth mooes to go: — ] 

Drake. Mistress Sydenham, wait! What shall I 
bring you from Nombre de Dios? 
EuzABBTH. Nay — only come back alive! 
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John Doughty [Stepping forwardl Mistress Syden- 
ham! 

EuziABETH [Vescedl Oh, shadow! — Gro before, for 
once! 

[Exit John, R.] 

Drake. But what shall I bring you? A chain of 
pearls? 

Elizabeth. Ay; if you bring it yourself. 

Dbake. And what will you say, when I bring it? 

Elizabeth [WM a curtsey] ''Mr. Drake, I thank 
you kindly!" 

[She runs out, R.] 

Dbake. Hah! For that "Thank-you!" I'd sail to 
HeU! 

the scene changes 
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SCENE n 

A Pass across the Isthmus of Darien, 1572 

Francis Drake 

Pedro, a Chieftain of the Maroons 

Tom Moone 

Thomas Fenner 

Martin Frobisher 

Gregory 

Nicholas FucMiNa 

Dnsoo, a Young Maroon 

Mariners; Spanish Soldiers; A Spanish Officer; Slaves 



SCENE II 

Scene Tl-^A wild pass across the backbone qf the 
Istiimus qf Darien, The track winds up from the left 
behind a crag which jvis out nearly to the centre qf ^ 
stage. It winds down again behind a similar crag on 
the right. The gap bettoeen is closed at the back by thick 
Jcliagey above which only the sky is seen. In front qf the 
crag is an open space. A rough path leads to the top qf 
the crag on the kfft, which is also accessible from behind. 
On the top of this crag is a tree in the branches of which 
a sort of crow's nest has been buiU, reached by steps cut 
in the branches. Other trees close by have been cut down 
to within two or three feet of the ground. It is the lustrous 
night of the tropics, very near dawn. 

[Enter Pedbo, a Maroon {native) from the right. He 
looks about him cautiously, then turns and whistles a 
lirdr<aU.] 

[Enter Dbake, Tom Moone, John Wtnteb, Thomas 
Fenneb, John Chesteb, Martin Fbobibheb, Thomas 
Flebono, Gbegobt, and other sailors. They are all 
armed to the teeth. Some are loaded with camp parapher- 
nalia, amongst them a drum; some are wounded and has- 
tily bandaged, aU are weary and woe-begone. Most of 
them lie down, exhausted.] 

Dbake. Is all weU, Pedro? 
Pedbo. All is well. 

Drake. Tom Moone — Gregory — get to work» 
and cook our breakfast. 
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[Tom Moone and Gbegoby light a fire at the foot 
of the crag, R,] 

' Tom. Ay, to-day's breakfast, and yesterday's 
dinner, and last night's supper, all in one, seeing us 
had n't time to think on 'em in their seasons. 

Drake. We'll take our ease for an hour, Mr. 
Frobisher. Pedro, where are we? 

Pedbo. This is the track I told you of. [He points 
L.] That way they bring the treasure from below 
there — oh, far! far! — Gold and silver and shining 
stones such as white men love. And so they bear it 
[pointing R,] down there, in mule-trains to Nombre 
de Dios. 

Drake. Talk not of Nombre de Dios. We had a 
hot welcome! 

Fenner [Coming up] By your leave. Captain — 
the men are growlhig — more especially Fleming. 

Drake [CaUing] Fleming! hither! — What/s the 
grievance, Fleming? 

Fleming. 'Tis a cheerless job. Captain. You 
promised us gold. Captain, and bloody heads is all us 've 
got. Get us back to the ships, Cap'n, and back home. 

Drake. Are there many like you, Fleming? 

Tom [ScomJvUy] Aw — ! Same 's the cow said by 
the heap o' toads: they be all o' one sort. 
t Drake [To Fleming] Take heart, Fleming. The 
Dons are asleep in their beds, thinking us safely at sea; 
and the Pascha and the other ships are safe in hiding, 
ready for us when we 're ready for them; and the road 
to them 's safe, eh, Pedro? 

Pedro \With a Uruch of acorri] The road is safe. 
Children could travel it. The white men have nothing 
to fear. 
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Drake [Laughing] Swallow that! [To Moons] Oh» 
put food in their bellies! 

Fbobisheb. I marvel you keep a good courage, Mr. 
Drake! 

Dbakb. What use in fretting? [Sadly] Yet our 
failure disa{^K>ints me, for I had promised — somecme 
— a string of pearls — [He turns atoay] 

Pedbo. Don Francesco is sad? 

Drake. I had hopes — 

Pedro. And we are sad: I and my people, the 
Maroons. We were slaves to the Spaniards, and we fled 
and made a tribe, for they used us ill. But you have 
ever been good and merciful, and we love you and would 
help you. 

Drake. You ha»e helped me, Pedro. You have 
•hown me this safe road to our ships. 

Pedro. I can show you something more, if you will 
come. 

Drake. Come whither? 

Pedro [Pointing to the tree] Only up there. You 
shall see where the pearls and the gold and silver come 
from. You shall see — Ah! but come! 

Ebobisher. It has a curst look o' the gallows, 
Mr. Drake. Don't go. Don't trust him. 

Drake. I trust all men till I find them false. Lead 
on, Pedro. 

[He and Pedro go up the cliff and mount the plat- 
form] 

Tom. How 's that cookery coming along, Gregory? 
Do smell good. 

Gregory. Ay — there's nought wrong with the 
smell, Tom; but my heart 's not in the broth. 

Tom. Thank the Lord for that» Gregory! 
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[Dbake and Pedbo are now on the phtform, in 
the light. The stage below is in comparative 
darkness] 

Pedbo. We are just in time. The sun is on earth's 
edge. Look to the west. [He points back] 

Dbake. I look into a great shadow. 

Pedro. The shadow of this mountain. 

Dbake. The stars are new. The shadow shrinks 
towards me. 

Pedbo [With increasing excitement] The sun leaps 
up! Look, Don Francesco! 

Dbake. Gold! A sea of gold! 

Pedbo. The sun has risen! 

Dbake [Turns tofa^ce the sun] Ay! — Over the sea 
whose paths I know! [Turns back] But that! But 
that! — [He stands rapt] 

Pedbo. The Spaniards call it El Mar del Sur: 
the Southern Sea. It is the highway of their treasure. 
For up and down the westward coast their galleons 
bring the wealth of the world — ! 

Dbake [Eagerly] And so over this pass to Nombre 
de Dios into the Northern Sea? 

Pedbo. There is no other way. 

Dbake. There is another way! Through the hell's 
gate Magellan found. 

Pedbo. MagalhaSns — I have heard tell of him. 

Dbake [Dreamily] The Southern Sea — 

Pedbo. Spain's sea! For no ship but Spain's has 
ever sailed in it: no ship but Spain's dare sail in it — 

Dbake. Dare! — Now by the Lord who hears me, 
I swear I will dare! I swear I will not rest until that 
Sea has given up its mystery. The Spanish Sea! No! 
but I swear it shall be the English Sea! [Raising 
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kis arma, toith exaUation] I beseech Thee, Abnighty 
Grod, to give me life and leave to sail an English Ship 
in that sea! — [After a moment he turns to the men 
behw] Ho! Tom Moone! Ho! Gregory! Hither! 

Tom and Greqobt [Together] Ay, ay, sir! [They 
damber up quicHy] ■ 

Dbake. Come! Gladden your eyes! Look! — 

GaiyaoBY [In amazement] By the Lord — ! 

Tom. Do seem I can see half round the world! 

Dbake. And if God grant my prayer, you shall see 
all round the world! 

Gbegobt. 'T would need all the wealth o' Spain 
for such a venture. 

Tom. Wi' your luck, Cap'n, you'll find the means; 
and unless you beat me from your company, by God's 
Grace I'll follow 'ee. 

Dbakb [Oripping his hand] A bond, Tom Moone! 
— Call up the others! Let them feast their eyes. 

[He comes down to the level space] 

Tom [Shouting] Below there! Come hither and 
see the road to fortune. 

[The men, who were eating their broth, etc, break up] 

Fbobishsb. What is it, Tom? 

Dbake. Go up, Mr. fVobisher; go up, all of you. 
Up into the sunshine of hope. 

Wtnteb [Who has reached the summit, gives an ex- 
damaHan] Oh! — [To Chebteb, who is behind him] 
Give me thy hand! 

Chesteb [After a cry qf surprise, to the next man, 
kdping kim] Up with thee, Gregory! 

Gbegobt [As above] Yarely, fleming! — A new 
world! 
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Fleming. What is it? Water? 

Fenneb. Ay, loDgface! So big's horsepcmd to 
l^plepen! 

Fbobisheb [With erdkusiasm, uncovering] The Lord 
be praised for this sight. 

[All the men are on ihe summit now; and aU un- 
cover. Dbake is standing below, lost in thought. 
Suddenly, up the Uft path rushes a young Maroon 
in wild haste. He throws himself at Drake's 
feet, and embraces his knees, with a piteous cry] 

Drake. What 's this, now? Rise, many rise! 

[Pedro hurries down the dijf to them. The young 
Maroon clings to Drake, moaning] 

Pedro. I know him. 'T is Diego, slave to that evil 
beast, Don Garcia. The Spanish treasure goes through 
Garcia's hands, to be sent on. 

Drake [Interested] Oho! This may be worth hearing 
of. [7*0 Pedro] Bid him speak. 

[Pedro stoops and raises Diego. The tatter hur- 
riedly speaks indistinguishable words to Pedro] 

Pedro [Rapidly] He was sent with other slaves, 
down there — (pointing kft) to load mules: toe — 
haha! — the great Draqu^ had fled! 

Drake. That 's good ! 

[Pedro points to Drake, and explains that this is 
Draqxtib himself. Diego gives a cry cf joy, and 
abases himself again. Then he tears off a por^ 
turn cf his jacket to show his hack] 

Fedbo. But last night they beat him — look! the 
wounds are open! 
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Drake. Horrible! 

Pedbo. So he fled. But they are at his heeb — * 

Drake. Who? 

Pedro. The others — with the mule-train — 

Drake [Ecigerly] A mule-train? 

Pedro [Atoays prompted by Diego] Ay — with* 
coffers of gold and silver — and many men — soldiers 
— more than can be counted. 

Drake. By the Lord — ! How far behind are they? 

Pedro. He says a bow-shot — nothing! 

Drake. Give him food. 

Pedro [Interpreting Diego's action. Diego is stretch- 
ing his hands towards Drake, and speaking erUreaiingly] 
He beseeches you to protect him. He offers you his life. 

Drake [pointing to his drum] Faith! He shall be 
my state drununer. 

[Pedro leads Diego to one side and gives him food. 
Diego sit and eats] 

Drake [CaUs] TomMoone! 

Tom [Above] Ay, ay, sir! 

Drake [Matter-of-fact] Come down when youVe 
had enough of the prospect. 

Tom. 'Tis most amazing. 

Drake. So is my news. 

Tom. What news, Cap'n? 

Drake [Calmly] The Dons are upon us. 

Tom [StarUed] What! [The other Men listen ex- 
citedly] 

Drake [EaHng] Keep quiet. And all of you, come 
down orderly and take your weapons. 

[With a damour qf surprise the Men clamber doum 
the diff and hurry to their airms] 
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Drakb. D* ye call that keeping quiet? 
Fbobibheb. And you peaceably at breakfast! 
Drake. T is ill fighting on an empty stomach. 

\A shot is fired from below. The howl in Drake's 
hand is smashed\ 

Drake [Calmly] There! — They heard you. [Rises] 
Mr. Frobisher, take your half up the cliff and drop in 
the midst of the mule-train when my drum sounds. 
[To the Men] Now, my masters, if we beat them 
we are made men, but if they beat us — for you the 
galleys, and for me the gallows! [Boioing to Frobisher] 
When you please, Mr. Frobisher. 

[Frobisher takes half the Men sHenUy up the 
dijf. The other half stay with Drake at the 
bottom. The bells of the mvle-train are heard 
approaching from the left,\^ Then enter ^ from the 
left, a company of Spanish Soldiers led by 
an Officer, aU on the alert. Presently, behind 
them, are seen the leading mides of the mide- 
* train] 

Drake [To Diego, iDith a motion of his hand] Now! 
— Saint George and the Queen! — 

[Diego beats clumsily on the drum. General mMee. 
Frobisher and his men drop with a yell behind 
the cliff ^'wK&re the mide bells are jangling in con- 
fusion qsni^.shovts. and cri^, » The .Spaniards, 
seeing themselves surrounded, fly down the pass 
to the right. Drake and the SFAiman^ Officer 
have been engaged in a hand to hand fijht with 
rapier anddagger, and the Officer wounds Drakb 
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h^ore he escapes with the others, Fbobisreb 
and kis men re-enter from behind the diff on the 
l^t, SoTne of the men are wounded. They help 
each other y bandage each other y etc.] 

Dbake [Concealing his rvound, and speaking very 
cheerily] Short and sharp, Mr. Frobisher. Any killed? 

Fbobisheb. None, sir. 

Drake. Thank God! [To Moone] See to the 
treasure. 

Tom. Ay, ay, sir! 

[He goes off L. with some of the men. They are 
presently seen handling chests^ leading nudes 
across, etc.] 

Drake [Calls] Pedro — ! 'T is to thee we owe this 
for leading us hither. How can I reward thee? 

Pedro. I'll take nothing, Don Francesco, save thy 
magic sword. 

Drake [Handing it to him] That is thine, with all 
my heart. 

Drake [To Moone] Well, Tom? The treasure? 
Pearls, Tom? 

Tom [Wiping the perspiration from his brow; tvith 
contempt] Aw! — Pearls! — Sacks of 'em! and gold 
and silver till you can't see! Aw, Cap'n, you'm a 
wizard, sure 'nough. "I'll sail the Southern Sea," 
says you, not having a groat to your back! And 
up comes the Spaniard and brings you enough treasure 
to buy the Southern Sea — let alone sail on it. 

Drake [Gasping for breath] Drake's luck, eh, Tom 

— But first — home — Elizabeth — [He staggers] Tom 

— the sun 's going out! — Tom! — [He falls fainting 
into Moone's arms] 
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ToiA [Ahrmedl What be thick? — Cap'n! — Mr. 
Frobisher! — Mr. Fenner! 

[AU hurry up. Peixbo has hneU beside Dbake ani 
cuts open his doublet.] 

Fenneb. I What 's to do? 
Fbobisher. J What ails the Captain? 
Pedbo. He is wounded. 

Fbobisher [Kneeling the other side qf Drake] The 
Lord ha' mercy on us! Is the Captain dead? 
Tom. Far from! 



THE SCENE CHANGES 
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SCENE m 

The Quay at PljfmmUk. Atigust 9th, 1573 

Bbeweb 

Bbight 

Tbtfhbna Moonb 

John Hawkins 

Sm Geobge Sydenham 

Dame Sydenham 

John Doughtt 

Elizabeth Sydenham 

Thomas Doughty 

Rev. FitANcis Fletcher 

Francis Drake 

Tom Moonb 

Diego 

FrsHWRMgN; Mabinebs; Citizens; Childben 
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SCENE III 

Scene HI. — The Quay at Plymouth. On the left 
are old loooden houses at right angles to the spectator. 
The middle house is Mother Moone's Inn, "The 
Welcome Homer On the same side, beyond the houses, 
a wooden jetty juts out towards the centre of the stage, with 
a cresset at the end of it. A low wooden parapet runs 
round the small inner basin of the harbour, which is fuU 
cf fishing boats with their sails and nets hanging to dry. 
On the right is the entrance to the Parish Church. In the 
background, across the water, are St. Nicholas* Island 
and Staddon Heights. It is a blazing summer morning. 
Fishermen are leaning against the parapet, looking 
seaward. During the entire scene Men, Women and 
ChtTiDREN of all ranks cross the stage, stand gossiping 
in groups, and ultimately pass into the Church. 

Brewer. Hot weather, sure 'nough, Bright. 

Bright. Don't expee' frost in August, Brewer. 

Brewer. Comin' for critch o' zyder afore Church? 

Bright. Ay, and thank 'ee. If 'tidden too bold- 
makin*. , 

Brewer [Knocking at the Inn door] Mother Moone! 
Ho! Mother Moone! 

Bright. Aw — I doubt her be Widow Moone, by 
now. 

Brewer. Ay — poor Tom — ! Dead's a hammer, 
I warrant. Mother Moone! 
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[Mother Moone, a cheery person of about forty 
flings open the door. She is in her Sunday best] 

MoTHEB MooNE. What's all the racket? ' 

Bbeweb. Critch o' zyder for I and Bright. Us '11 
drink 'n i' the sun. 

Mother Moonb. No, ye won't, neither. Not 'pon 
Lord's Day. Wi' all the gentry passin'. Them as 
wants drink o' Sundays must come inside. 

BmQBT [Coaxingly] Now — widow! 

Mother Moone. Widow ! — Who be you miscalling 
a widow, you girt, lantern-jawed mommet? 

Bright. I did n' mean no harm, but 't is well knowed 
Cap'n Drake hev a-gone down wi' all hands. 

Mother Moone. Oh, is it? Then tidden no time 
for drinkin'. 

Brewer. There — there — us only told 'ee, case ye 
fancied to wed wi* one o' us. 

[Mother Mooxe slams the door in his face. 

Brewer and Bright join the other Fishermen 

crestfcdlen] 
[Six Children, three boys and three ffirls, cross the 

stage hand in hand, singing: — ] 

Us must n't play o' Sundays 

Because it is a sin; 
But us can play o' week-days^ 

Till Sunday comes ag'in. 

[They go into the Church. Enter John Hawkins, L.] 

Brewer. Looksee! Here be Cap'n John Hawkins. 

Bright. So 't is. [Touching his forelock] How be 
doin', Cap'n Hawkins? 

Hawkins. A fair Lord's Day to you, my men. 
How's the fishing. Brewer? 
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BuwAB. Middlimsh, Cap*ii. 
Hawiunb. Ay, ny. You '11 be fishing in troubled 
waters) auoA» I doubt. 

BuiiiiiT* How 's that» Cap'n ? 

[All the Ftfwbrmkn crowd round io Udeii] 

HAWKiNii. The SpauiardB are astir* Twon'tbelong 
ere we ;Me 'eiB poking their noma rouBd Penlee Pmnt. 

BiuiW£B [Contempimmsi^] SpaaiardB— I [Sp^] 
Pooiil — ^Vs thoil an Engliflhman wadden so good 's six 
o' theyl 

BaiGUT. Be sure. ^Vn' Mr. John Dbughty — a 
eivil-spokeu geutlemau biding up to Hal) — 

BiuiWJBUi. Ay — him what's to wed wi* Miatrcss 
Elisabeth — 

Bmcuix. He told us» no later 'n yesterday, the 
Spauiards was all for peace. 

Hawjon^ Peace! — Ay I The peace df the gofged 
wolf, when he *s swallowed the lamb — wool aad alL 
I tell you. meu» unless Mr. Drake have caj»Uired their 
treasure, the ^>auish Fleet will be upoa ua ere we can 
turn. 

BnBWEB. 'T is a dark look-out for us» then; fw Mr. 
John Doughty do say Cap'n Drake be drownded. 

H^wioNd [Laughing] Never believe that till you 
see his ghost. 

BniQiiT. Wi' you two leadin\ us '11 pull any nose 
as shows in our waters^ 

Bftfiwiuu Ayl Tho' 't were old Scratch hiasetf. 

AiiL. So us willl 

Batoax [With quiet coiuiMqh] Be sure» 

[Enter Sm Gsonofi and Damb SroawwAM, vfiA 
FiHaAHMyrn; and John and TMMAa DoiraBZT. 
Hawkon^ cro^^es to thmtu Owstiajtb ek»\ 
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SntGEaaoiRlStmd,redifaeed,fiu^] Itold'eeao. We 
are hours before our tune. I say we are hours before 
our tune. 

Damb Stdsnham. Now do be reasonable, Sbr 
George. I saw Parson fletcher behind us. 

John Doik^htt [To Elizabeth, offermg her a hand- 
ftd €§ wild flowers] Idjstress Elizabeth, wfll you wear 
this posy I gathered oa the way? 

Elizabeth. I thank you, Mr. Dou^ty, but I fear 
its fragrance would send me swooning in Church. 

John Doughtt. I hoped it would be sweet» than 
the stench of tar and fish. 

Damb Stdexhar. Take the flowos, girl, and thank 
Mr. Doughty for his kindly thought. 

EffJZABBTH. I thank him for his kindly thought, 
but I love the smell of tar and fish, for 'tis the smdl of 
tne sea. 

J(«K [Toiting the flowers away] You love the sea. 
Mistress? 

Elbabbth. Ay, sir — and all in it — and on it. 

[She tuna away from A£s», and he twms angrSy to 
kis brother] 

Damb Stdbhhah [To Elizabeth] I have no pa- 
tience with you, headstnmg! 

Sm GsoBOB [Who was talking to Hawkins] Eh? — 
What's the matt»? 

Dame Sydenham. This hoyden hath slighted Mr. 
Doughty. 

Sib Gbobob. Enough of this, Bess! You do know 
the Queen's wishes. You 're to wed with Mr. Doughty, 
and there's an end o* the matter! I say, there's an end 
(m't! 
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Elizabeth [Laughingly toistfnUy] And there's an 
end of me, if it come true! 

[Mother Moone has come oitt, and is trying to 
attract Elizabeth's attention. Now Elizabeth 
runs across to her xoith relief] 

Elizabeth. Mother Moone ! Dear Mother Moone ! 

Mother Moone [Fondling Iter] Why, nursling! 
Why, pet! [Holding her at amCs length] Eh, but 
Lunnon hath withered thy roses! Thou'rt all fallen 
away! 

John [To Dame Sydenham] Who is the old baggage? 

Dame Sydenham. Take no heed. She was Eliza- 
beth's nurse. 

Elizabeth [ Taking Mother Moone apart] Mother, 
Mother, your nursling's the unhappiest girl in all 
Devon. c 

Mother Moone. Now, what for, child? What for? 
Do they know thy love for Mr. Drake? 

Elizabeth. No — At least — Mr. Doughty sus- 
pects. And now they tell me Mr. Drake is lost. Oh, 
Mother, think! If he be dead, I may not even show 
grief. 

Mother Moone. Drake dead! — Ho! next-come- 
never-time! Idn' my man, Tom, with him? D'ye 
think he'd let Drake die, or drown, or be killed? — 
Now you bide patiently, pet. For when you least 
expect you'll hear a girt roll o' thunder, and that'll be 
Drake's drum, and there'll be Drake hisself, wi' Tom 
beside him, all dressed up in gold and diamonds! 

Elizabeth. Oh, let him be dressed in barnacles, 
so become! There, Mother! you've made me laugh: 
you ' ve given me new heart. I 'U wait and suffer for my 
dear. 

3S 



DRAKE 

[MoTHEB MooNE Idsaea her, and goes into Church] 

John [To Elizabeth] Fair mistress, I rejoice to see 
the colour in your cheeks again. 

Elizabeth. My nurse gave me good news, sir. 

John. Good news of what? 

Elizabeth. Grood news of the sea. [She passes oti 
to her mother] 

John [To Thomas] That accurst Drake casts a 
spell over the girl from the other side of the world! O 
Thomas, Thomas! When you brought him before the 
Queen, you did the Doughtys an ill service! 

Thomas. The Doughtys — ? Nay, me he cannot 
touch. 

John. If he have succeeded, he'll touch us all: me 
in my love, and you in your ambition. 

[Fletcheb comes up to them] 

Fletcher. Mr. Thomas Doughty — ? 

Thomas. I am he. 

Fletcher [Bouring low] Fletcher, sir. Francis 
Fletcher. Ariium Magister. Once a poor servitor of 
Oxford. Many's the time I've carven for your 
honour. ; 

Thomas. And now you're a parson, eh? But still 
have skill in carving, I trust? Well — cut your dis- 
course at both ends. 

[The church-bell rings] ^ 

Sir George. The bidding-bell! Pa'son Fletcher* 
lead the way. I say lead the way. 

[Fletcher goes into the Church. Dame Syden- 
ham takes Sir George's hand] 
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Damb Stdenham [To Elizabeth] Give Mr. John 
Doughty thy hand, Bess. Hast thou learnt no man- 
ners at Court? 

Thomas [Quickly to John; laughing] Thou — the 
zealot — in our Church? 

[John angrily motions him to silence, and takes 
Elizabeth's hand. The gentry file into Church 
jyrocessionaUy. Only a few Fishermen are Uft, 
Some of these follow into Church] 

Breweb. Church, Bright — or — ? [He points with 
his thumb to the Inn] ^ 

Bright. If us don't go to Church, us goes to Old 
Nick. 

Brewer. Well, theer us won't get nobbut a drop o' 
water off Lazarus' finger — wi' luck. 

Bright. Aw — ! Let 's wet our whistle while us can f 

[Brewer, Bright, a7u2 ^ remaining Fishermen 
go into the Inn, The stage is empty. The church- 
hell ceases. Droning voices are heard from the 
Church; laughter from the Inn* The sun seems 
to blaze more fiercely. Now a Psalm is sung in 
the Church — long-dravm, nasal. Suddenly, hut 
slowly and quite rwiselessly a ship draws up along- 
side the jetty, from the left. The Crew have just 
re^ed the sails. Tom Moone is on the decky 
superintending. One man leaps out with a rope^ 
which he makes fast. A gangway is pushed out. 
All this at signs from Moone, without a word 
spoken. Drake ccmies ovt cf his quarters and 
crosses the gangway, followed by Diego with his 
drum, and by Tom Moone. Som^ qf the Crew 
stream out qf the ship and form up at the hack. 
The Psalm continues] 
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Drake [Quietly, laughing] Well done, Tcmi! [Be 
looks round] All in Church! [Laughter from the Inn] 
No, not all! — Tom! 

Tom [Also quietly], Cap'n? 

Drake [Chuckling] What if your wife's married 
again? 

Tom. Aw! — Get on, Cap'n! Him an* me '11 try a 
fall for her! 

Drake [Laughing] Heaven help him if you fall on 
top! — Well, 't is a frolic after my own heart! — Now, 
Diego, if you've mastered a roll, let *em have it! 

[Diego beats a long roll. The Psalm and the 
laughter stop abruptly. Intent pause. At a 
motion from Drake, Diego beats another roU, 
fiercer and louder. A great shout is heard from 
the Church and from the Inn: — ''Drake!'* [At 
once the doors are burst open and the people 
tumble out wildly, crying: ** Drake! — Drake's 
drum — Drake's drum! — Drake's come hack!'* 
Some of the unndows of the houses are thrown open 
and the heads of horrible old men and women peer 
out, gibbering ecstatically. The people mcb 
Drake with shouts of delight. Mother Moons 
rushes out of the Church, and, thrusting everyone 
aside, throws her arms round Drake and kisses 
Mm] 

Mother Moone. Where is he? Stand away, you 
rabble! — Oh! 

Drake [Laughing] Why, Mother! — But here's Tom! 

Mother Moone. Tom can wait! — [Confidential] 
Captain! Her's faithful and true! 

Drake [Radiant] I know that! 
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Mother Moone [Turns to Tom] Tom! Now's 
thy turn! 
Tom [Gruffly] Is there any left? 

[Meanwhile the Sydenhams, etc, have come out of 
Church. They are followed by Fletcher, in his 
canonicals, Elizabeth comes last, and stands 
rapt in the jHrrch.] 

Sir George [Shouting] Scandalous! I say 'tis 
scandalous! [Calling] Come back to Church — you! 

[But the Crowd are now excitedly greeting all the 
Sailors. Wives greet husbands, children fathers, 
girls their sweethearts. Nobody pays the slightest 
attention to Sir George. Drake stands forward 
gazing at Elizabeth. The Sydenhams and 
DouQHTYS are between them] 

Sir George [Dancing with rage] Am I a Justice o' 
the Peace, or am I not? I'll have you all in the stocks, 
I say I'll have you all — 

John [Taking his arm] Look to your daughter. Sir 
Greorge! 

Sir George. Hey? — What d' ye mean? 

Drajo: [Coming towards Elizabeth] Mistress Eliza- 
beth— 

Sir George. Hey? — How dare you? — I say how 
dare you speak to my daughter? 

Drake [Enthusiastically offering his hand] Ah! — 
Her father! — Worthy knight, I rejoice to know 
you. 

Sir George [lUf using his hand] You do not know 
me> sir! And Sydenham's heiress will have no traffic 
^th such beggarly jetsam! 
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Drake [Laughing] Oh! — If I must purchase our 
friendship — ! 

[He motions to Moone. The latter whistles. At 
once the rest of the Crew come out of the ship^ 
bearing bales, coffers, and naked ingots, which 
they lay in a heap on the ground. Meanwhile 
Hawkins comes forward] 

Hawkins. Cousin Francis! I said you would 
come, and I rejoice. 

Drake. Ah, John! I would you had been with 
us! 

Hawkins. Would God I had! [They embrace] 

Thomas Doughty [To his brother] He has succeeded 
— look! 

John. I see! — I see! — This wealth will beggar 
our fortunes! 

Drake [To Thomas] Thomas Doughty — My dear 
friend! 

Thomas [Shaking hands coldly] Mr. Drake — 

Drake I am much beholden to you for your inter- 
cession with the Queen's Majesty. You have made 
me; and, by the Lord, I'll mcdce you! 

Thomas [Boudng slightly, and turning away] I — I — 
give you joy. 

John [To him] He lords it over you already. 

Drake [To the Crowd, who are admiring the treasure, 
which the Sailors are displaying] Well, friends, here 
is a sample of what the beggarly jetsam has won! 
Cheers] This is nought. The ship is gorged with it. 
Cheers] And not mine only. Mr. Frobisher and Mr. 
Wynter bring double as much. [Cheers] In. itself 'tis 
nothing; but 't was to have been used against England. 
Now [laughing] 'tis in England! [Cheers] Not Span- 
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ish ships shall be built with it, but English ships, God 
willing! [Cheers] 

[The Sailobs carry the treasure back to the ship, 
watched by the Cbowd] 

John [To Thomas] Ride to London with me in all 
haste. We will bear this news to Burghley! 

[He and Thomas hurry out] 

Drake [Draunng a splendid pearl necklace from his 
breast] Mistress Elizabeth, I have not forgotten my 
promise. [He advances towards her] 

Sib Geobge [Interposing] What promise? I say 
what promise? 

Dbake. By your leave, sir. 

[He gently thrusts Sm Geobge aside, and hands 
Elizabeth the necldace, which she quickly thrusts 
into her bosom. Sib Geobge tries to stop her, 
but Tom Moone is unaccountably and imperturb- 
ably in the way] 

Sib George. Throw it away, girl! Don't stand 
there like that! Odzookers! say something! 

Elizabeth [WUh a curtsey] Mr. Drake, I thank you 
kindly. 

Dbake [With delight] Hah ! — [He turns to Fletcheb] 
Mr. Fletcher, I cut your service short, for which I 
grieve. 

Fletcheb [Obsequiously] Oh, Mr. Drake, 'tis 
nought. 

Dbake. Ay, but it is, though. [To the Cbowd] 
Come, friends ! Let us in, and thank G^ 1 

[Mocement cf the Crowd Unoardi the Church] 
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Dame Sydenham [To Elizabeth] Away, girl 
Hast thou no shame? Away! 

Elizabeth [Radiant] Ay, mother! For I can thank 
God wherever I be! 

[Sm George, Dame Stbenham, and Elizabeth go oiU] 

The Crowd [Surrounding Drake] Shoulder him! 
— Up wi' him! — A Drake! A Drake! 

[Drake is lifted shotdder-kighy and all go off shouts 
ing, almost dancing, into the Church] 

curtain 
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ACT n 

THE WORLD ENCOMPASSED 



SCENE I 
Drake*8 Garden at PlymoiUh. 1577. 

Tom Moons 
Trtphena Moons 
Edwabd Bright 
Fletcheb 
Bbeweb 
Fbancis Drasb 
Thb Queen 
Elizabeth Stdenham 

BURGHLET 

John Doughty 
Thomas Doughty 
Don Fedbo Zubiaub 

LoBDB AND Ladies; Fishebmen; Fishwives; Childben; 
Gentlemen-at-abmb 



ACT n 

THE WORLD ENCOMPASSED 

Scene I — The \R(mnd Point in [Drake's Garden 
at Plymouth. It is the turf-covered point of convergence 
of three great avenues, bordered with lofty yew-hedges. 
The main avenue stretches away at the back, where U 
turns off to the left. There is a smaller avenue on the right, 
and another leading to the house, which is not seen, 
on the lift. On the right, in front, is a great cedar with a 
seat under it, b^ore which a carpet is spread. Statues 
(Hermes) stand at all the armies of the avenues. It is 
late afternoon, merging into sunset and starlit night. 

[At the rise cf the curtain, Tom Moone, Motheb 
MooNE, Brewer, Brioht, and two Girls are practising 
the steps of a dance. Fletcher is walking to and fro 
in the background, reading from a long scroU, vnih fran^ 
He gestures. Other Fibherfolk, etc., in their Sunday best, 
wander in and out, talking excitedly] 

Tom. Two to the l^t, old 'oman! Don't 'ee know 
your left from your right, yet? 

Mother Moone. Aw — ! The Queen 'U only laugh 
at we, Tom! 

Bright. When 's her commg? .^ 

Fletcher. Anon. Mr. Drake has gone forth to 
meet her Majesty. 

Mother Moone. The Queen of England in Mr. 
Drake's house t He ' ve done well for hisself , I wool say I 
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Brewer. How he can leave it all, do beat me. 
Why, he *s a gentleman now, and could bide at home 
and go fishin'. 

Tom. The call o' the sea, lad. There! You 'm 
nobbut a coast-wise fisherman to-day, but wait till 
you 've a-seen what us '11 show 'ee! 

Brioht [InsimuUingly] Where be us goin' to, Mr. 
Moone? 

Tom. Don't 'ee niver ax no questions, and you won't 
niver be told no hes! 

Brewer. Well, to-morrow, up-anchor! But to- 
day us *11 fill our skins, by Mr. Drake's leave. 

Fletcher. I counsel moderation. Mr. Thomas 
Doughty loves not drunkenness. 

Tom. What 's Mr. Thomas Doughty to do wi' it, 
if you please, Pa'son? 

Fletcher. Surely — he is the General of the ex- 
pedition? 

Tom. Oh! — and what 's Mr. Drake, if I may make 
so bold? 

Fletcher. He is answerable for the navigation only. 
My Lord Burghley insists on that. So do the Doughtys ; 
and our own Sir Greorge has petitioned the Queen to 
the same purpose. 

Tom. By the hving thunder — as a man might say 
— what 's Sir Greorge put his finger in our pie for? 

Fletcher. Mr. Drake has grievously offended him. 
The Sydenhams will not even grace his house to-day. 

Mother Moone. Won't they? Their daughter 
will, though! 

Fletcher. Mistress Elizabeth, here! — Impossible! 

Mother Moone. Where else? Id n' her one o' 
the Queen's Ladies? First thing the Queen did, when 
her come to Plymouth, was to send for she. 
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[Roll of drum. AU the people in the garden flock in, 
Tom Moonb ranges them right and left. Enter, 
down the centre avenite, Diego, in gala dress, beat- 
ing his drum; then] six Gentlemen-at-armb, 
then the Queen, borne in a litter. Dbake, hat in 
hand and weaponless, walks on the right of the 
litter. It is followed by the Lobds and Ladies of 
the Court, among whom are Bubghley, the two 
Doughtts, and Elizabeth Sydenham. The 
litter is set down by the cedar. Meanwhile, while 
parsing down, Drake gets near Elizabeth 
Sydenham] 

Dbake [Hurriedly, to her] By-and-by! SKp away 
and come hither! 

[Elizabeth expresses surprise and alarm. Drake 
hands the Queen out of the litter, which is at once 
borne off, R., and leads her to the seat under the 
cedar] 

Drake [Pointing to Fuetcker] Lacking eloquence of 
my own, meet for such an occasion, Master Francis 
Fletcher, our Chaplain of the Fleet, shall be my mouth- 
piece. Madam. 

The Queen [Sitting, and with a sigh of resignation] 
Let us hear the Pirate's Chaplain! 

[At a sign from Drake, Fletcher advances, 
kneels on both knees, puts on a pair of horn 
spectacles, clears his throat, unroUs his scroll, 
and begins] 

Fletcher. 

Tnste absit letum dignare amplectior omen — 
The Queen. Marry come up! here be Latin hex- 
ameters! How many of them, my little Chaplain? 
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Fletcher. Alas, Madam, my poor wits ran but to 
five himdred lines! 

The Queen. They merit more leisurely reading. 
[She takes the scroll and hands U to Bubohley] My Lord 
Treasurer shall peruse them. [Fletcheb retires] 

Dbake [Presenting Tom Moone] This is Tom 
Moone, Madam, of whom I have told you -— 

[Tom stands helpless, first on one foot, and then 
on the other, tmrling his cap] 

The Queen [Latighing] I am glad to see thee, Tom 
Moone. 

Drake [Encouragingly] Well, Tom? [Cries: *' Speak 
up. Torn! " ] 

Tom [Clumsily] By your leave, Cap*n — [He beck- 
ens Mother Moone forward] My old 'ooman — 
she 've-a brought a nosegay. 

Mother Moonb [Curtseying, and handing the 
Queen a bunch of flowers] Theer, Madam — all out 
o' my own bit garden-place: Hen-an'j chickens; Kiss- 
me-quicks; Lady's garters; Love-in-a-mist; and 
Moljier-o'-thousands. 

The Queen. I thank you heartily. [Laughing] 
But — two moons and no son? 

Mother Moone. Law-dear-heart! Seven! And 
I wish you as many! 

[The Court are scandalized, the Crowd delighted. 
Cries: ''Sodousr] 

Tom [Putting Mother Moone away] Come away, 
you fooUsh old clacker! 

The Queen. Now, Mr. Drake* bid these good folk 
remove a while. 

Drake. Neighboura, in the orchard yonder, are 
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meats to hearten you for the dance, and barrels of cider 
and ale — 

[Before he can finish the Crowd have disappeared 
with joyous cries, R. The Queen leaves her 
seat] 

The Queen. Tell me what hopes thou hast of this 
new venture. 

Draee. Every hope, Madam. The ships are ready, 
the men willing, the wind sets fair, and to-morrow we 
sail. 

Burghley [Coming forward; grandly] Sail whither, 
Mr. Drake? 

The Queen. You have been told, my lord. The 
honest gentlemen sail to Alexandria, on a private ven- 
ture, in which Mutton and I have a share. 

Bukghley [Deeply offended] To buy currants. 
Madam. Ay, I Ve heard that story. 

The Queen [Indignant] My lord! 

Burghley. Madam, why will you use me like a 
child? Doth a man go armed to buy groceries? 

Drake [Lightly] My Lord Treasurer is in the right. 
Madam. [To Burghley] No, my lord, we do not sail 
to buy currants only, but — I will be frank and open — 
call it — a Schooling Expedition. 

Burghley. A schooling expedition — ? 

Drake. Ay, sir. As *twere a nursery. The oaks 
are ripe for the axe: the 'prentice shipwrights have 
learnt their trade: God be praised, the fighters are ready. 
Only the officers know not their office. Wherefore 
now we are going forth to learn it. Are you content, 
my lord? 

Burghley. I am not content, sir. [He turns to 
the Queen] I do not trust Mr. Drake. He cannot 
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stir but he gives Spain new cause for anger. If this 
expedition must be made, put it imder Mr. Thomas 
Doughty. He is a soldier and a — gentleman. 

[Thomas Doughty starts forward vritk pleoMire; 
Dbake misinterprets his movement] 

Drake. Peace, peace, Mr. Doughty. My lord 
speaks his mind honestly, and there is no offence. 
[To Burghlet] My lord, here is no question of soldier- 
ship — 

BuRGHLEY. When was it known that English sol- 
diers served imder a mere sailor? 

Drake. It was never hitherto known. Until this 
day English sailors and English ships have been at the 
bidding of landsmen. That is folly! For a soldier on 
board ship is no better than a sailor on horseback. — 
He is worse, for he is very sea-sick. Wherefore, with 
all respect to Mr. Doughty, whom I love, never again 
will I serve under a soldier! 

The Queen. Mr. Drake hath done well. Mr. 
Drake shall be Greneral. 

BuRGHLEY. Madam, I beseech you! 

The Queen. I have spoken, my lord! 

Drake. Madam, I thank you. [To Thomas] I 
promise your honour shall not be diminished. 

[Thomas turns from him angrily. John intervenes] 

John. My brother accepts your assurances, Mr. 
Drake. 

Drake [To the Queen] Now, Madam, will it please 
you to honour my poor house? 

The Queen. Ay, let me sit awhile where there are 
no Mayors, or preachers, or wrangling lords, or blood- 
thirsty mariners ! 
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Drake [Leading her off , L.] Faith, Madam! English- 
men will wrangle ! But all for the good of England ! 

[Preceded by the Gentlemen-at-arms, the Queen, 
Drake, and the Court go off L, Burghley and 
the two DouGHTYS remain. Bright comes in 
to arrange the Queen's seat] 

Bxtrghley [To Thomas] I grieve, Mr. Doughty — 

Thomas [HoUy] Grieve not for me! I'll have no 
more to do with this cursed marauding! 

Burghley [Startled] Marauding — ? — Too strong 
a word! 

Thomas [Passionately] What think you it is? What 
fairy-tale is this of babes and sucklings taken for a sea- 
jaunt to learn the names of ropes? Are you so cheaply 
gulled, my lord? Currants and nurseries, forsooth! 
No! But into the great Southern Sea, with all the 
western shore of the New World at his mercy! With 
his knife at the very heart of Spain's wealth! 

Burghley [Horrified] And the Queen a party! But 
this must be stopp)ed! 

Thomas. Who 's to stop him? He hath bought the 
Court; the Councillors, Mr. Hatton — he hath bought 
the Queen herself! 

Burghley [Oviraged] Mr. Doughty! 
^ Thomas. Is it not plain? Would they all be so 
eager, but for favours received or hoped for? 

Burghley [Walking to and fro in great agitation] 
Into the Southern Sea — ! It must not be! It shall 
not be! Mr. Doughty, you must hinder it! 
; Thomas. I tell you I will not sail with him! 

Burghley. You must! Pocket your pride, man! 
For the safety of your country. God help England, if 
you go not. Drake loves you; you will be hourly with 
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him. Use all friendly means to tmn him from his 
purpose. 

Dbake. None will avail. 

BuBOHLEY. Then thwart his purpose by whatever 
means you can! — Whatever you do — [with emphasis] 
Whatever you do — I stand warrant for your safety. 
PSbight slips Old] 

Thomas. I promise nothing. 

BuBGHLET [With a gesture of disappointment] Ah! — 
Persuade him, Mr. John. [Eocit, L,] 

John [After a pause] Grasp the nettle, Thomas. 

Thomas. And play seconds to that upstart? I 
cannot do it. I will not. 

John. K you stay here idly, there is an end of you. 
You will be the Mr. Doughty whose courage failed him 
and who turned tail on danger; and Drake will shine 
all the brighter. But, sail with us, and we are no 
sooner out of sight of land but you can wrest the 
command from him. What? He '11 have the soldiers 
under the sailors? Then every soldier in the Fleet 
will be for you. Drake starts with disaffection enwrap- 
ping him like the air he breathes! Thomas, Thomas! 
Remember Burghley's words; "Thwart Drake by 
whatever means you can." 

Thomas [Sunk in thought] I loved the man. 

John. How has he rewarded your love? What I 
foretold is happening. Me he is robbing of the woman; 
you he is robbing of honour. He is in our way, Thomas. 

Thomas. Yet he is a loyal friend to England! 

John. He is a treacherous foe to England! While 
he lives, they who love England know no peace! — 
How long, think you, will Spain suffer this goad in her 
flanks? If Drake were — dead — [Thomas starts] Ah! 
— I waste my breath on a meek-spirited boy! 
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Thomas. But — to slay one who was my friend — 
who thinks me his friend — ? 

John. Who spoke of slaying? Leave that to others. 
Only conle with us. Assett your rights. Play the nlail! 
Let the rest come as it may. 

Thomas [After a pause] I will come! 

John. Ah! — 

[Enter Drake, L. Immediately (tftertoards'EiAZA' 
BETH Sydenham dips in unperceived, and waits 
in the shadow. The sun has set. Afterglow] 

Drake [Calling] TomMoone! — [^o f^ DouoHTts] 
Lito the house with you, friends! They *ve broached a 
butt of Malmsey. [With great emphasis] And on your 
life not a word to Butghley of our true purpose — hfe 'd 
warn Spain! 'T is the Queen's command! 

John. By Jrour leave, Mr. Drake, we '11 in^ and psky 
court to her Majesty. 

Drake [Laughing] To speak plain tnlth, her Maj- 
esty is most majestically asleep. But her ladies are 
wide aWake, and sighing for just such g&llants. 

[John and Thomas go out, L, Meanwhile T(ac 
Moone has entered R., and is toaiting] 

Drake. Now, Tom! Gather our friends. When the 
Qiieen wakes lei her see that Devonshire folk can 
shake a leg with the best of them. 

Tom. Ay, ay, sir! [JStit R.] 

Drake [Seeing Elizabeth Sydenham] Ah! At 
l^t! 

Elizabeth. I am frightened! What if the Qu^ii 
wdke? 

Drake [Taking her passionaiely in his amis] Co 
you love me? 
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Elizabeth. Too well for my peace. 

Drake. But do you love me well enough for mine? 

Elizabeth. Oh, Francis, Francis, have I not shown 
my love? Am I not at feud with my father and mother 
for my love's sake? Have I not waited — Ah, how long 
is it already? — And you know not what that means. 

Drake. Ay, but I do, though. For I have waited as 
long. 

Elizabeth [With a toistfid laugh] Yours is not wait- 
ing. You are hammering your enemies, and the time 
flies. But I! — I sit and spin. — Would I could spin a 
thread that would draw you to me, and bind you to me! 

Drake. You have done that. Wherever I be, that 
thread tugs at my heart. 

Elizabeth. Yet *t will not hold — for no sooner are 
you here than you are gone again. 

Drake. There is only one call that can lure me from 
you. 

Elizabeth. The call of the sea? 

Drake. Not even that. — The call of England. 
O, Bess! Send me forth! Love of you has inspired 
me with a great purpose: to make England Queen of 
the Seas. Let your love be the food of my soul, to keep 
the purpose alive. Love me, that I may know myself 
worthy to love England. 

Elizabeth. Thus do I love you, Man and Fighter! 

Drake. Your man, Elizabeth. 

Elizabeth. Alas, no! — Were you mine, I would 
hearten you on. But when you are gone, and the days 
never end, and there is no dawn to the nights, and every 
rustling leaf whispers of storm and shipwreck — 

Drake [Laughing] I was not bom to be drowned, 
Bess ! No ! nor to be hanged, neither ! 

Elizabeth. And that is not all ! — 
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Drake. What more? 

Elizabeth. K — if John Doughty come back — 
alone — I shall be forced to marry him! 

Drake. By heaven, I '11 fire a shot through the earth, 
and the bullet shall shatter the altar! 

Elizabeth. I shall be forced! My father and 
mother are at me unceasingly. 

Drake. Rebel ! — Defy them ! 

Elizabeth [Very gravely] And the Queen? 

Drake [Starded] The Queen? 

Elizabeth. She is drawn to this match. Already 
she calls me a rebellious child. A little more, and she 
will command. r 

Drake. But — as soon as I come home — ! 

Elizabeth. But — if you do not come? 

Drake \With a sudden resolve] Then, by heaven, 
John Doughty shall marry my widow! 

Elizabeth [Starting away from him] Oh! — what 
do you mean, now? 

Drasle. I mean, we will wed ere I sail. 

Elizabeth. You are crazed! 

Drake. I mean, we will wed to-night! 

Elizabeth. Crazed! Crazed! 

Drake. To-night! The Queen herself cannot bid 
you marry two husbands. 

Elizabeth. It is a mad idea. 

Drake. All great ideas are mad ideas. — To 
my heart, dear woman! To-night you shall be my 
wife. 

Elizabeth [In Ms arms] Mad sailorman, to-night 
I lie in my father's house, behind locked doors! 

Drake. Are there no rope-ladders, foolish maid? 

Elizabeth. Mad sailorman, where is the priest? 
Where are the witnesses? 
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Drake. Here, foolish maid» ready and waiting. 
[He calls] Ho! Tom! 

[Tom Mooxb appears, R.] 

Tom. Ay, ay, sir. 

Drake. Call Mr. Fletcher; call your wife. J^ou 
exit] Now, look demure, if you can, and say no word! 

Elizabeth [Abruptly] IVancis, Mr. Fletcher will 
go straight from the Church to my father. 

Drake [Laughing] Mr. Fletcher will go, willy nilly 
— straight from the Church to his ship! 

Elizabeth [Laughing] Oh, thou — corsair! 

[Enter Tom Moone, Mother Mooxb, and 
Fletcher] 

Drake [Solemnly] Mr. Fletcher — Tom — Mistress 
Moone — I bid you meet me in Church to-night, at ten 
of the clock. 

[Surprise of those addressed. Elizabeth is whisper^ 
ing vyitk Mother Moone] 

Fletcher [Suspiciously] I make so bold as to ask 
your purpose. 

Drake [Shocked] You! — You ask that? Are we 
not starting on a long and perilous adventure? — And 
you ask why we should seek guidance? Fie, Mr. 
Fletcher! Fie! 

/ Fletcher. That is a worthy and pious object 
[Blandly] Will Mistress Sydenham be present? 

Elizabeth. Fie, Mr. Fletcher! Should I not be 
abed, and asleep? 

Drake [Taking YuBmtmm by the arin, tmd edging him 
qff, JR.] At ten! — Oh! the ^tieen read your discourse 
and found it masterly. Faith! 't Will be Mr. Dean, 
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smml A^ my Lord Bishc^ — ay, ay! — and wh^n 
Canterbury falls vacant rrr [Bs pwh^ Fletc^eb qffl 

A Servant [Appearing L,] l^e Queen cal)s for yqu, 
Mr. Drake! 

Drake. Now, Tom! Have Diego ready. 

[He kisses his hand to Elizabeth, and exit L.] 

Mother Moone. What '9 toward, nursling? 
Elizabeth. Madness and folly. Mother, and trouble, 
and heaven's own happiness! 
Mother Mocrte. That sounds like marriage! 

[Enter the Queen, Drake, and the Court, L.] 

The Queen [To Mother Moone] I hear you were 
her nurse. Bid her be wise, and marry the worthy 
gentleman who seeks her. 

Mother Moone. That 's what I be doin', your 
Highness! 

The Queen [Under the cedar, to Drake] Well, 
Pirate? And this dance? 

[Drake signals to Diego, who has entered R., 
with his drum. He heats a flourish. Enter 
from aU sides, with shouis and laughter, a great 
company of merry-makers, each hearing a lighted 
torch, preceded hy a Piper and a Tabor-player. 
Morris Dance, Meanwhile a cloaked and hooded 
figure comes to John Doughty, bringing a black 
cloak] 

The Figure. Your cloak, Master. 

John [Starting] Zubiaur! Madman, your life is 
at stake! 

Zubiaub [With a deprecatory gesture] To-morrpw 
I fa^ fpr Spain. What message for the King? 
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John. Say Drake aims at the Southern Seas. 
[ZuBiAUB starts] But he will uot reach them. 
ZuBiAUB. Why not? 
John. He will be dead. Begone. 

[ZuBiAUB slips out] 

Drake [In the dance] Bess, Bess! It is but eight 
o' the clock! Will ten never strike? 

Elizabeth. Ah, too soon! And to-morrow thou 
wilt be gone! 

Drake. Think of the time when we can say "To- 
morrow we shall meet! *' — Look! the Queen rises! 

[The dance stops. The Dancers form up along the 
circular hedge] 

The Queen [Standing] I thank you, friends. Many 
say the mirth has gone out of England, but that, I 
thank God, is a lie. 'T is simple mirth keepeth high 
courage alive; and God He loioweth England hath 
need enough of that — ay, and of brave defenders. 
And, good Devon folk, of these we count your Mr. Drake 
one of the bravest. Come hither, Drake. [Drake 
sinks on one knee before her,] Thine own sword thou 
gavest to a Chieftain at Nombre de Dios; but it is 
not seemly that one of our Captains should go weapon- 
less. Wherefore {A GENTLEAiAN-AT-ARMS hands her a 
heavMful jewelled sword] here we conmiit this sword into 
thy keeping. [With great emphasis] And we do ac- 
count that he which striketh at thee, Drake, striketh 
at us. 

[She hangs the stoord about him. Great cheering] 

Drake. Madam — this will I wield against your 
enemies and England's, while Grod shall give me strength ! 
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[The Queen's litter is brought in. The Torch-beabebs 
now line ectch side of the centre avenue. Dbake 
hands the Queen into the litter, and, taking a 
torch from Tom, vnth the drawn sword in ons hand 
and the torch in the other, escorts the Queen 
through the cheering throng, the Coubt ^preceding] 

THE scene changes 
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SCENE n 

The AdmiroTa Quarters on board the "PeUcan.** 1578 

Mr. Chables 

Mr. Caube 

Francis Drake 

Captain John Thomab 

Rev. Francis Fletchkb 

Tom Moonb 

CvpTAiN Chester 

Diego 

Brewer 

Bright 

Cooke 

Gregory 

Thomas Doughty 

Officers; Mariners; Soldiers 



SCENE n 

Scene IE — The Admiral's Quarters on hoard the 
Pelican^ seen slightly diagonally. The back, being the 
side of ike ship, slopes slightly inward. It is interrupied 
by a semi-circidar bay or turret, projecting ouiward, 
which, as weU as the flat part, is pierced vyith practicaUy 
coniinvous large square portholes glazed toith smaU panes, 
the upper being of stained glass with heraldic devices. 
The stem, R. slopes sharply outvjard and is aU glazed. 
There is a door opening to a gallery with a richly carved 
and gilded handrail, which runs round the stem of the 
ship. In the centre of the partition on the left, which is 
perpendicular, is a broad staircase, leading up to the 
deck, and, curtained qff; on each side of this is a small 
door; that in front leads to the gaUey, that at the back to 
the Admiral's bed-room. Tlie thickness of the oaken 
sides of the ship can be seen through the port-holes, but 
vnthin the room is panelled in rare Twods, and there are 
hangings of Flemish tapestry where possible. The floor is 
covered vnth handsome rugs; the beams of the ceiling, slightly 
curved, are carved, and the boards they support are painted 
%inth heraldic devices, among which a Golden Hind 
**trippant" is conspicuous. Candelabra hang from the 
beams and are fixed to the waUs. In the centre of the room 
is an oblong black oak table covered with silver dishes qf 
fruit, silver plates, Venetian flagons and Venetian 
goblets. At the head of the table R.isa richly carved chair 
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toith a high leather hack on which the Oolden Hind is 
stamped. In one comer of the room is a terrestrial globe. 
Instrumerds of navigation and charts are lying about. 
There is a service-table at the bach The stem, R,, is 
raised one step. The whole effect is one of sober splen- 
dour. Beyond the port-holes the sea shimmers, and in 
the near distance the coast is seen, 

[When the curtain rises four Musicians (theorbo, viol, 
viol-d'amore, and viola da gamba) are playing in the 
stem, R. Drake is seated in the great chair, lost in 
thought. Fletcher is at the foot cf the table; Wynter 
on Drake's right; Chester on his left; Captain 
Thomas next to Chester; Mr. Vicary next to Thomas; 
Mr. Charles on Fletcher's left; Mr. Caube next to 
Charles. They are drinking and laughing. Diego 
is serving urine.] ' 

Charles [Rising] Mr. Caube, I pledge you! 

Cause [Rising] I thank you, Mr. Charles. 

Drake [Starting out of his thoughts] Grentlemen! 
[The Musicians cease playing and exeunt, L.] I have 
a matter to impart to you. [Movement] We are near- 
ing the worst of our voyage. 

Caube [Rather impudently] Lord save us! As if 
there 'd been any best! 

Drake [Taking no notice beyond a rapid glance] 
St. Julian's Bay, where we now lie, is the threshold of 
Magellan's Straits. 

Captain Thomas. *T is the devil's own land, 

Vicary. 'T is accurst for Magellan's cruelty. For 
here he murdered one of his Captains, hanged another, 
and a third he marooned. 

Drake [Sternly] They had mutinied. By the Lord, 
Mr. Vicary, I would have done the same! [Silence] 
But I was saying. In the face of coming dangers our 

60 



DRAKE 

little fleet must be made handier. I shall break up 
Tom Moone's ship, the "Christopher." But then we 
shall have nothing to remind us of our well-wisher» 
Mr. Christopher Hatton. 

Wtnter [Bitterly] Oh, ay! We shall have his 
friends, the Doughtys! 

ViCABY [HoUy] What have you against the 
Doughtys? 

Drake [Motioning silence] Wherefore, in Mr. 
Hatton's honour, I purpose to re-name this ship — 
the Pelican — the Golden Hind. ' Thus, Mr. Wynter's 
Elizabeth shall carry the Queen's name, [vyUh his ovm 
meaning] the name we love; Mr. Thomas's Marigold 
shall remind us of English meadows; and the Golden 
Hind [pointing to the device on the ceiling] shall bear 
Mr. Hatton's cognisance into new waters. My Mas- 
ters, drink with me: Good luck, fair winds, and smooth 
seas to the Golden Hind! 

All but Vicary [Rise] The Golden Hind! — Mr. 
Drake! 

Drake [Surprised] Mr. Vicary — ? 

Vicary. I cannot drink with you, Mr. Drake. 
[Amazement] This pretended honour to Mr. Hatton 
is mere mockery while you keep his friends the 
Doughtys in prison. 

[Uproar for and against] 

Drake [Bringing his fist down on the table] Silence! 
[Coldly] Mr. Vicary, if you cannot stand with me, 
you cannot sit with me. 

Charles [Hotly] If Mr. Vicary goes, I go with him! 

Caube. And I! 

Fletcher. Peace, gentlemen! Peace! 

ViCABY [Qcing] And I make bold to tell yen tkat 
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every soldier and every gentleman in the fle^ thiBloi 
\^th me. And so I wish you a good digestion! 

[ViCABY, Charlbs, and Cause swagger up Ike 
stairs, Drake leaves his seai and vxdks to and 

fro] 

Captain Thomas. How long will you suffer this, 
Mr. Drake? From the moment we lost sight of the 
Lizard, the Doughtys have stirred up this mutinous 
spirit. 

Wynter. We cannot go forward while Thomas 
Doughty is with us. If you loosen him he breeds misr 
chief, if you bind him his friends breed trouble. 

Chester. He aims at your life, sir! He aims at 
your life! 

Wynter. Bring him to trial, and be convinced! 

[Enter Tom Moons, down the companion, toiA 
papers. Drake meets him] 

Tom. Mr. Thomas Doughty, Admiral. 

Drake [With a frown] What now? 

Tom. Mr. Gregory reports he is raising mutiny 
among his men. 

Drake. God's Patience! 

Tom [Offering the papers] These were found on 
him; showing he had stirred up the officers to kill you. 

Drake. Let me see! 

[After a glance at them he throws them on the table 
and sinks despondently on a chair] / 

And I loved him! 

Captain Wynter, Thomas, and Chester [Together] 
Make an end on 't! Bring him to trial! Sh(^ shrift! 

Drake [Rising dl^rupUy] Ml^ters, ymmnoii your 
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oflScers and men. Diego, beat the assembly. Mr. 
Wynter, send Tholrias Doughty guarded. 

Wynteb. And John? 

Drake). One is enough. 

[Exeunt Fletcher, Wynteb, Captain Thomas, 
Chester, and Diego, up the companion] 

Tom. The Lord be praised! You be come to your 
senses at last. Admiral! 
Drake. God give me strength to do the right. 

[Exit into his cabin] 

Tom [Calling at the galley door] Brewer! Bright! 
They enter] Lift thicky table on to platform — 
Indicating R,] Put big chair behind 'un; a chair d* 
}oth sides. 

[The Men do as they are told, and remove the plates, 
dishesi and glasses to the service table] 

Bright. Do look like assizes to Tavistock. 

Tom. That 's what 't is. Doughty 's coming to trial 
at last. 

Brewer. By Gor! *Twere time thicky warlock 
was laid by the heels! He 'd a sUnk the whole fleet. 

Bright. Be sure! Why, he called fog and storms 
out o' his cap-case, so a did. 

Brewer. Said a cud conjure wi* any man. Said 
a cud poison a man l^o 'd a wiiddeh die, not for a twelve- 
month. 

Bright. Purty thing for a man to carry about in 's 
b^ly! 

[Enter Vicary, Charles, CAUsfc, Gregory, 
tumniiuoUsly down the compdnioti. All the 
foUomng is spoken idinbsi simultaneously] 
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VicABY. He hath no lawful power! 
Chables. What commission hath he? 
Gregoby. I say he 's in the right! 

[Enter Wynteb, Captain Thomas, Chesteb, 
Fletcheb, similarly] 

Wynteb. We shall be rid of a traitor. 
Captain Thomas. High time! 

[Enter Mabinebs. Among them Cooke] 

Bbeweb [Shouting to them as they enter] A trial! 
Thomas Doughty 's on trial! 

Cooke. Should be t' other way round. 

Bbeweb [To him] Shall I knock thy lubberly girt 
head off thee? 

[Enter more Sailobs, until the cabin is a seething 
mass of gesticukUing, shouting men] 

CooBJB [Shouting] Shall we stand by and see this? 
Mr. Vicary, take the lead! 

ViCABY. Not I, Cooke! I 'm but a private venturer. 
Charles! 

Shouts. Charles! Charles! 

Wynteb [To Captain Thomas] This begins to look 
black! 

Captain Thomas. Hold your hanger loose. 

Shouts. Down with Drake! 

Tom [Furious] What traitor cried "Down with 
Drake"? 

Caube [Shouting] Doughty, here! 

[Doughty's friends collect round Chables and 
Caube] 

Fletcheb. Madmen! Hold your peace! 
Captain Thomas. Drake, here! 
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[Drake's friends collect round the Captainb. 
Weapons are drawn. Uproar. Enter Drake. 
Sudden hush, toith threatening murmurs. Drake 
goes calmly to his seat behind the table on the dais] 

Drake. Captain Thomas, on my left. You shall 
be Assessor. Mr. Gregory, you shall act as Provost 
Marshal. Mr. Wynter, is the accused on board? 
' Wynter. Yes, Admiral. 

Drake. Then, Mr. Gregory, fetch him. [ExU 
Gregory] 

[The murmurs increase. They threaten to hurst into 
shouts. Drake raises his hand. Silence] 

Drake. My masters, I see by your faces you know 
what is toward, and like it not. [Murmurs] Neither 
do I. But I am not here to pleasure you or myself, 
but to do justice. [Burst of protest. Drake unhooks his 
sword and lays it on the table before him] I lay my sword 
on the table. Now whosoever raises his hand against 
me conmiits murder upon a weaponless man, and will 
hang accordingly. 

[Hush of admiration. Murmurs] 

""Tom. ByGor! That's fine! 

[Enter Thomas Doughty, guarded, with Gregory 
preceding him. He is received toith murmurs of 
sympathy. Charles shakes his hand. He 
hears himself haughtily] 

Captain Thobias. Silence! The Court is opened. 

Drake [When all is quiet] Thomas Doughty, ever 
since my first acquaintance with you, I have used you 
as my other self and as my inmost friend. Yet you 
have still sought to discredit me, thwarting my will, 

65 



DRAKE 

to the great peril of this voyage. You have even 
[touching the papers] in your jealous ambition aimed 
at my life. Therefore I have brought you to trial. 

Thomas [Lightly] Why, Lord General, you have 
no power or conunission. [Assenting murmurs] 

Dbake [Coldly] I warrant you, my commission is 
good enough. 

VicARY. I protest! Show your commission! Show 
it! 

Cries. Hear him! Show it! 

Drake [Turning on him fiercely] I have nought 
to do with crafty lawyers. [Touching the stoord] 
Here is my commission. Thomas Doughty saw the 
Queen's Majesty honour me with this sword in my 
garden, and heard her say: "He which striketh at thee, 
Drake, striketh at us!" — Hath any man a better 
commission? [Silence] [To Thomas] With a heavy 
heart I do indict you, Thomas Doughty. You came 
into this venture with a traitorous intent. You have 
stolen our common treasure; you have striven to 
corrupt my friends; you tempted some to piracy; and 
now you are lying in wait, like a base assassin, to take 
my life. 

Cries. There is no proof! Bring proof! 

Drake [Holding up one of the papers] Can you 
deny this writing? Here, imder your own hand, you 
plan to murder me. For the rest, Chester — Gregory — 
Have I spoken truth? 

Chester and Gregory. Ay — less than the truth, 

Drake. But there is graver matter, even, than my 
murder! — High Treason against the Sovereign 
Majesty of the Queen! — [Commotion] Call Edward 
Bright. 

Gregory [CaUing] Edward Bright! 
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Bbioht [Thrusting his toay through the Cbowd] 
Here. 

[Gregoby in dumb show puts him to the oath, and 
makes him kiss the Book] 

MtTBMURs. A common sailor! Shall gentlemen 
submit to riffraff? 

Dbaes. Gentlemen shall submit to the truth. [To 
Bright] Say what thou knowest. 

Bbight. The night afore us sailed, I heard 'n say 
this was a maraudin' for piracy an' murder; and the 
Court and the Coimcil and Mr. Hatton had been bought 
to wink at it — yea, and the Queen's Majesty herself! 

[Shock qf surprise. Then murmurs increasing to 
shouts] 

Cbibs. What! — The Queen bought! — The Queen 
a pirate! He never said it! — 'T is a lie — [Uproar] 

Captain Thomas. Silence! 

Drake [To Doughty] What do you answer? 

Thomas, I never said it! — or — if I did — I was 
beside myself with anger — A man knows not what 
he says — 

Drake [Sternly] There is more! There is treason 
against us all! [Curiosity among the Crowd] My 
masters. Her Majesty gave me special commandment 
that of all men Lord Burghley must be kept in ignorance 
of our true errand, by reason of his fear of Spain. For 
if he gat wind on't, and we failed, every man here 
would surely hang. 

YiCABY [Impudently] Lord Burghley never did 
know! 

Drake. Edward Bright, to whom did Thomas 
Doughty say what you have reported? 
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Bright. To my Lord Burghley. [Sensation] 

Cbies. Lord Burghley! — Then Doughty 's a trai- 
tor!— 

Dbake [To Doughty] Again — how do you 
answer? 

Thoiias. I — I — I refuse to answer. 

Drake. You gave him a fuU plot of the voyage. 

[Thomas remains silent] 

Drake. And Burghley sent you with us to hinder 
our enterprise and to report our deeds. 

Thomas [At bay] Yes, then! For he feared your 
rashness! 

[Sensation] 

Drake. His own mouth hath confessed his treach- 
ery. [A short pause. Then with emphasis] Now, 
my masters, will your mutinies and discords cease? 
"^^liat! Here be we, a little band of Englishmen bent 
on a great undertaking, the like of which was never 
seen, and we fling our glory away for jealousies, and our 
country's honour for personal hate! Henceforth I will 
have the gentleman haul with the mariner, and the 
mariner with the gentleman, and if any refuse, let them 
sail home! [Pause] Now, considering my past 
love for Thomas Doughty, and that I impeach him of 
aiming at my life, I cannot be his judge. It is for you 
to say whether he be innocent or guilty. K guilty, his 
punishment is death — Provost-Marshal, lead the 
accused away. [Thomas is led away in silence] For 
me, I will await your finding, and abide by it. [He 
goes out to the balcony behind him] 

Captain Thomas. Make short work on 't. 

Wynter. He hath confessed treason against the 
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Queen, the Captain General, his own majst^ — Mr. 
Hatton — us all, and England, by disclosing our venture 
to Burghley. He hath been amongst us as Burghley's 
spy, and now hath betrayed Burghley himself. For 
me he is guilty, and worthy of death. 

Captain Thomas. They that in their conscience 
think Hiomas Doughty worthy of death, hdd up their 
right hands. 

[AU but Charles, Caube, and Cooke do so] 

Captain Thomas. To the contrary? [No one 
sHra] Summon the Captain General. 

[Tom opens the door of the balcony. Re-enter 
Drake] 

Charles. Do you condemn him, Vicary? 
ViCARY [With a shrug of indifference] I think of my 
own head. 
Drake. Bring the accused. 

[Thomas Doughtt is brought in] 

Drake. Mr. Wynter, how say you? Guilty? Or 
not guilty? 

Wynter. Guilty. 

Drake. Thomas Doughty, God knows I desire 
nothing better than to save your life, if I may with 
safety to the voyage. Wherefore I give you the choice: 
will you be set on shore, or will you be conveyed to 
England, to be tried before the Lords of Her Majesty's 
Council? K you refuse these, you must suffer death, 
l^ere, and now. 

Tromab. Grood Captain, for this I humbly thank 
you. I will not be left here among the native devils. I 
will not be sent to England. The shame of the return 
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Tom [ShauHng] Now, you folk o* Deptford Town! 
stand further off, wool 'ee! 

Voice [From shore] When's the Admiral coming, 
M codfish? 

Tom [Furimu] 111 come and bang your silly heads 
together! Passel o' linendrapers! [ShouHng towards 
R.] Brewer — Bright! You understan'? Not a man's 
to show his ugly nose till Drake bids 'ee! 

Breweb [Within] Ay, ay, Cap'n Moone! 

MoTHEB MooNE. Foor Mr. Drake! Three years 
parted from his wife! And since he've been home, 
him in disgrace at Plymouth, and her waitin' on the 
Queen in Lunnon. 

Tom. All Burghley, cuss un. But sun do shine 
agen now. Doth any know of the marriage? 

MoTHEB MooNE. Not a livin' soul. 

Voice [On shore] Tell 'ee what! That ship should 
be put a-top o' Paul's steeple for a monument! [**Ayp 
ayl*' Laughter and cheers] 

Anotheb Voice [On shore] Here come gentry. 

[Movement in the crotod] 

Anotheb Voice. Is it Drake? 

Another Voice [Disgtisted] No — ! — Spaniards! 

[Angry murmurs. Enter, on shore, John Doughty 
vnth Don Bebnardino de Mendoza and Zubi- 
AiJB. The Cbowd make way unwillingly] 

Tom. By Gor! Here's John Doughty! Who'm 
thick along wi' 'un? 

Doughty. Make way, make way! [The three come 
onboard] Ill-mannered rabble! [roToM] My friends 
have come to see the ship, Mr. Moone. 
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^ Mother Moone. Captain Moone, if you please! 

DoUGHTT. This is Don Bernardino de Mendoza, 
Ambassador of Spain. 

Tom. Glad to see you. Mr. Doughty 'U show 'ee 
the ship till Admiral do come. And ^ '11 be glad to see 
you. He'm ever ready wi* a warm welcome for your 
countrymen. [Turns to Cbowd on shore] Don't bide 
theer, starin' at nowt! Do 'ee go up along Greenwich 
Road: you'll meet the Admiral — 

Cries. Up Greenwich Road — Come along! — 
Drake! — 

[The CnoteD disperse] 

Tom [Taking Mother Moone hy^ie arm] Aw — 
come along! 

[They go into the Men's quarters, R.] 

Doughty. This insufferable insolence! 

Mendoza. It is the new spirit, my friend. Before 
your Draque]came home your countrymen gave us the 
road: now they take it. But wait — wait! r- 

Doughty. How long? O, God of Vengeance, how 
long? 

ZuBiAUR. Friend Doughty, your big words have 
come to nothing. Remember your promise in Drake's 
garden: "He will be dead," said you — He is not dead. 

Mendoza [Laughing] By Saint James, he is on the 
threshold of his life. Now that he has taught Eng- 
land the use of ships and filled her with the ambition 
of the sea, — now he is armed! Now he will act! — 
Unless — 

ZuBiAUR. King Philip promises the man who works 
Drake's undoing twenty thousand ducats. 

Doughty [Pcusionately] Money! — Don Bemar- 
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dino, I am a man crushed by sorrow and misfortune. 
I mourn for my country in the darkness of heresy* ruled 
by an excommunicated usurper; I love a woman hope- 
lessly, and I thirst tar my rival's life; I loved my 
brother, and his blood cries to me for vengeance. 
Money — ! What is money to me? As God is my 
witness, my day will come; and I shall strike with mine 
own hand, and strike deep, not for money, but for the 
love of my faith, of my country, of my brother, and of 
my love! 

Shouts [Off] Drake! — Drake! — England's Drake! 

Mexdoza. Aha! — The dragon of the sea! 

Doughty. Will you stay? 

M£>rDOZA. Assuredly. The Queen is coming. I 
have a message from my King that will temper her 
ardour for her pirate. [With intention] Show me 
where your brother was condenmed. 

DouGHTT [Pointing L.] Here. In the Admiral's 
quarters. 

[They go out L, Enter Tom R„ in time to see them 
disappear. Motheb Moone follows] 

Tom. Here's Admiral! Old 'ooman, come up» 
come up! 

[Enter, on shore, Drake, folloited by a cheering, 
dancing, and shouting Crowd] 

Drake [At the gangtoay] Thanks, and thanks again! 
But keep your shouting for the Queen! 

[He shakes hands vnth several, ctnd comes on board. 
The Crowd remains, waiching him] 

Drake [Seeing Mother Moone] O, Tom» you 
lucky devil! Your wife's been with you these five 
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• 

tfiouths! — while mine — ! — But to-day, Tom! I 
shall see her to-day! 

Mother Moone. Sooner 'n you think, belike! 

Drake. What do you mean? 

Mother Moone. Theer! Her do always get wheer 
her wants afore you know her 's comin' ! 

Voice [On shore, 'pointing L. between the quay and 
the ship] Look! — A boat! — Oho! a fair lady! — Oh, 
these sailors! — 'Ware, Admiral! She'll board you! 

Elizabeth Sydenham's Voice [Below] Golden 
Hind, ahoy! 

Drake [StarOed] What's that? 

Tom [Looking over the side and throwing over a rope^ 
ladder; indifferently] Nowt. 

[Elizabeth's head appears over the bulvxirkc] 

Elizabeth. Mad sailorman! 
Drake [WUh a shout] BESS! [To Tom] Out o' the 
way! 

[He lifts her over the bidwarks, and kisses the life 
out cf her, entirely oblivious of the Crowd] 

Voices [On shoire] *T is his sweetheart. — Told you 
so. — Pretty wench. — Fine pair o* legs. — [Sarcasti- 
cally] Why don't you kiss her. Captain? 

Drake [tl^alising the Crowd] Oh, the scoundrels! 
[To Elizabeth] My quarters! — [Drags her L.] 

Tom. Stop! that's full o' strangers. 

Dra^. Damnation! [Drags her R,] 

toM. Stop ! — That 's full o' crew ! 

Drake. To hell with 'em! 

Tom [ShotOing] Here! Brewer! Bright! [They 
dppeari L^trer that sheet! Lively, now, lively! Haul 
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TbK 'Tz 1C?=£Z3 MooKZ, vfe £r kmggfm§ Euza- 
C.3IIK OL. uiif 'KmBL IFo Ife Mb] Off 



vi& 'fie SD* ^rp ^am- suct^ daL [Tby fOL To 
DftAXz[ Tries'. \TnnTi3- So aipg*s a bqg m a m^ 

Dm&n 'JBdicit^ Tzusxssm. ti mrm's itm§A] Bess! 



— 1§ it troe.- IX> I hM yosi? See ttou? Hear yoo? 

EajixsxxsL Let mr look stzaislit into jonr eyfm, 
HsT<e yaa krred ae afl tins vraix time? 

Dbasz. Lored toc loofeid for yon, luiugn e J for 
jxn, tiursted for too! 

EuKABRB. jCr — bet ba^ yoe rtom*f ol me? 

Dbakk. In tbe bonsna tro|Hci» in tlie wliiilwiiid 
and tbe gife, tlv ooe tiioo^t in mj bnin was ''Beas!" 

EuzABEXSL So smaD a woid to fiD so great a hiain! 

Dbake. a vQfd to fiD the wofid! I Itave seea new 
stan in a new heainen, bat they had no li^t for me, 
for ther did not shine on too. But when I saw the 
Northern Star again, I made holiday! 

Elecabbth. I Idt the throb of your heart across the 
world, so that when Ci^itain Wynter came with news 
of your death, I only smiled! 

Dbaeb. Captain Wynter is gone! Now ^wing is 
our C^>tain! — Bess! Bess! I have enrompassed the 
world, and now I hold you fast! My World Encom- 
passed! 

Elizabeth. Mad sailonnan! 

Drake. Ay, mad with joy and love and longing! 
[Eagerly] Bess! Siall we let the banquet go^ and iq» 
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horse and away, over mountain and river and moor» 
till we come to our nest? Shall we? Shall we? 

EuzABETH* And to-morrow they'd cut your head 
off, for a traitor! 

[Skouis on shore] 

Dbake« And 'tis too late! [To Tom, who returns 
with Bbbwer, Bright, and Diego tnHh his- drum] Up 
with the sail again! 

Elizabeth [To Mother Moonb, who has entered] 
Hide me, mother! I slipped away from the Queen at 
Greenwich. She must not know! 

Mother Moone. Aw — ! Get behind me, child! 

[Now the sail is hauled up and the quay is seen, 
crowded. The Queen is brought on in a litter, 
to the foot qf the gangway, where Drake meets her 
and leads her on board. As the Queen sets foot 
on the gangway Diego gives a great roU. Out qf 
the Men*s quarters the Crew svxirm up, led by 
Brewer and Bright* They form up from the 
gangway to the mainmast. They are exaggeratedly 
ragged and vx>ebegone. The Qxteen is followed by 
a small Retinue indvding Sir Christopher 
Hatton, Le Siextr de Marchaumont and Par- 
son Fletcher. She stops just this side of the 
ganjgway. The Retinue pass on and group in the 
extreme left comer, fromt. As they do so, Eliza- 
beth Sydenham slips among them, unnoticed by 
the Queen. Hatton remains vnth the Queen] 

The Queen [With emotion] The Golden Hind — ! 
[To Hatton] Are you proud of the name. Sir Chris- 
topher? 
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Hatton [Indicating Drake] Proud of the nmpe^ 
Madam, and proud of the man! 

The Queex [Gazing at Drake] That aoe man in so 
smaU a ship could do such a piece of work! 

Drake [Pointing to the Crew] Not one man alone» 
Madam; but all these good men, with a man to lead 
them. 

The Queen [Amazed at the appearance qf the Crew] 
God*s mercy! What ragged and forlorn images are 
these? 

Hatton [With a smile qf understanding] Methinks, 
Mr. Drake, you might have dressed the ship and the 
men against her Majesty's coming. 

Drake. The ship and the men are dressed as best 
befits her Majesty's notice. 

The Queen. £xpoimd, good Pirate! 

Drake. So the ship stood, with no ornament but 
the leopards of England on her sail, and your standard 
floating from the maintop; and so the men stood, in 
rags, battered, broken, and weary, when there were 
twenty thousand miles of untravelled sea 'twixt us and 
the green harbour we saw in our dreams. 

Queen [Deeply mxroed] God's pity! — My pocw 
mariners! — My heart aches for you! 

Tom [Enthtmastically] We be ready to start again, 
so soon's you gi'e the word! 

Brewer. Gi'e the word and try us! 

Brioht. Be sure! [AU the Men cheer] 

Queen [Moving along the line qfSAiuoBs] Truly, this 
battered ship — these battered heroes — Ah! seemlier 
in their rags than in purple and fine Unen — ! [She is 
seated] Pirate, come hither. Captain Wyi^ter told us 
of the beginnings, but tell us somewhat of the voyage 
since he turned tail. How came you all in such a jdll^l? 
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lAU group to listen. The Crowd on shore presses 
forward. Some sit on the edge qf the quay. Dead 
silence. Drake's speech is accompanied by 
slight movements of the hearers; swayings; mur- 
murs; cries] 

Drake [Standing alone] How came we in such a 
plight? — Ah, Madam, they that fare through Magel- 
lan's Straits pay a heavy toll. — When we had sailed 
southward many days and had won the narrows, we 
wore into them through intolerable tempests and moun- 
tainous seas. We crept and crawled and beat about 
through a very maze of ice-capped crags. They stood 
in front of us, sheer and black, so that no man could 
guess at an issue. They closed in upon us, fierce and 
merciless, like monstrous jaws. We could not measure 
their height; and beneaUi us no soimdings touched 
bottom. We seemed on the floor of the world, yet 
hanging over an abyss. Yea, and the moon was dark- 
ened horribly, and in that blackness the whirlpool 
swallowed the unhappy Marigold, and we heard the 
piteous cries of drowning men and could bring no help. 
And when, at long last, by God's mercy we had wound 
our way out of the jaw of the Straits, many days and 
many nights the wind made a plaything of us and drave 
us down and down to the nethermost ends of the earth 
— down to the wild white waters where great cliffs of 
ice floated and gleamed like phantoms of dead moun- 
tains. We that had burned in the tropics now froze! 
yea, the very blood froze in our veins. And now we 
were alone, for the Elizabeth had been forced back — 
we were alone in the unknown world. But these poor 
mariners t<»led by day and by night; forgetting hunger 
and thirst and sleep. They set their teeth in the face 
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of the fiends. And at last» at last! the English Leop- 
ards leapt into the Golden Sea, and the flag of England 
laughed to the new stars! — That, Madam, is how we 
came in such a plight. [Deep emoHon, No cheering] 

Queen [Has risen on the words "English Leopards"] 
Truly, they that go down to the sea in ships: and do 
business in great waters; these see the works of the 
Lord, and His wonders in the deep! 

[Emotional patise] 

Hatton [Joyously] But your reward, Master Drake! 
Tell of the Golden Coast! 

Drake [Laughing] Nay, let the treasure now lying 
in the Tower tell of that! Let the wealth each of these 
scarecrows brought, tell of that! Ay! And let Spain 
tell of it! 

[Now the pent-up feelings qf the Cbowd find rdirf 
in a tremendous cheer] 

Dbake [Quietly to Tom] Now, Tom! 

[At a motion from Tom the Crew vanish swifOy 
into their quarters. Diego remains] 

Queen. What now, Pirate? 

Dbake. A trifling refection I dare offer your Grace. 
Queen. Wizard! How wilt thou summon a ban- 
quet from emptiness? 

[At a sign from Drake Diego beats a short roIQ 

Queen. Ah! that drum of thine! Did it thunder 
in the Southern Sea? 

Drake [With a stoagger] There is no sea it hath not 
thundered in! And it shall thunder again in England^a 
need! 
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[At the first heat the Crew bring planks and barrels 
vnih which they make a table. Over this they lay 
a fair cloth and on it a banquet in silver and golden 
dishes. It is all done in the twinkling of an eye. 
The Musicians of the previous scene accompany 
the bustle with a merry tune] 

Tom [Very ceremoniously] Her Majesty is served! 

[The Cbew vanish] 

[Drake offers the Queen his hand. She rises. 
Don Bernardino* Doughty and Zubiaur step 
into prominence] 

Queen [Displeased] Don Bernardino! I marvel to 
see you here! 

Mendoza [Haughtily] I am here as my duty to my 
King bids me. It is intolerable that English ships 
trespass in our waters! 

Queen. It were intolerable should English ships be 
shut out of any waters. 

Mendoza. My King is grievously offended. It is 
at your risk and peril that you show favour to this — 
marauder. 

Queen. Grammercy! I had thought to honour 
him more! But you fill me with fear! I must needs 
give heed to the omnipotent Philip! [To Drake] 
Summon thy men! 

[Diego beais a signal. The Crew re-enter; but 
now they have hastily changed their coats, put on 
ribbons and flowers , and are very splendid] 

Queen. Drake, thou hast heard the Spanish Ambas- 
sador. Thou art a man forbid and imdone, and thy 
sovereign must cast thee out and deny thee at the word 
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of a foreign Prince. Drake, Drake, give me back the 
sword thou hadst of me in thy garden at Plymouth. 

[Joy of Mendoza, etc. Consternation qf the others. 
Drake is nonplussed. Elizabeth Sydenham 

distressedl 

Drake. Madam — have I deserved this indignity? 
Queen. Give me thy sword, I say! 'Tis fit for a 
Queen to handle now, for well hast thou gilded it. 

[Drake hands it to her proudly] 

Kneel, Francis Drake! 

[Now the spectators break into delirious joy. Msn- 
DOZA steps forward, livid vnth rage] 

Mendgza. Madam, if you persist, matters will 
come to the cannon. 

QtJEEN [Quietly] If you use threats, I will fling you 
into a dungeon. 

Mendoza. I thank God I have a king who will 
fetch me out. 

Queen. Good people, thus I do to honour the man 
who opened the seas of the world to EngHsh ships, and 
taught Englishmen to be sailors! [She hands the sword 
to Marchaumont, who steps forward and gives Drake 
the accolade] 

Queen Rise, Sir Francis Drake! [She gives kirn 
hack the sword] 

Drake. Men! Oh, comrades in peril! Oh, broth- 
ers in failure and success! See how the Queen has 
honoured you — God save the Queen! 

All [With wooing of caps, etc.] God save the Queen! 

Elizabeth Sydenham [Curtseying] Madam, I hum- 
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bly'^thank you; and I will try to bear my new honour 
with dignity. 

Queen. In heaven's name, what is 't to thee, child? 

Elizabeth [Drake is now at her side] If you please 
— oh, Francis, hold my hand ! — If you please, you have 
made me Dame Drake. 

Queen [Laughing] Why, scapegrace, there needs a 
parson for that, and a ring, and the Lord knows what! 

Elizabeth. If you please, Madam, we had all that 
years ago! 

Doughty [To Mendoza and Zubl^ub, vyiih despair] 
Mine own hand shall strike. Come! [They go out 
unperceived] 

Queen [Amazed, to Drake] Is this true? 

Drake. Chaplain Fletcher wedded us, and Tom 
Moone and his wife were witnesses, and [whimsicaUy, 
pointing to the table] Madam, you are humbly bidden to 
the wedding-breakfast. 

Queen [Bursting out laughing] Oh, thou master- 
thief! — But what saith Chaplain Fletcher? 

Drake. Chaplain Fletcher saith Grace! [To Tom] 
Unfurl! 

[At once, as the Queen takes her seat amid music 
and cheering^ streamers and pennons are unfurled, 
80 that the ship is a blaze of colour] 

curtain 
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ACT m 

THE FORTUNATE AND INVmCEBLE ARMADA 

Scene I — Plymcmth Hoe, A level turfed space on the 
top qf a cliff. Beyond the edge at the back, are seen, across 
the water, on the Uft of the spectator Staddon Heights; 
on the right Mount E^cumbe; and, nearer in, St. Nich- 
olas^ Island. In the centre, between Staddon Heights 
and Mount Edgcumhe is the channel, opening from the 
harbour to the sea. The toaters are covered with ships. 

[Stray groups cf Citizens cf Plymouth, among whom 
are Tom Moone and his unfe, and Bbewer and 
Bbioht, are excitedly talking together, William Bkw- 
KiNS, Mayor qf Plyn^outh, and ttoo cf his friends are 
playing at bowls.] 

Mayor [Throvdn^ down his bends] 'Tis no use, 
neighbour Yole, I 've no stomach for bowls. [Indicating 
his bowls] This wood 's so heavy as the devil's con- 
science when I think of what 's in store. 

YouB. W^ have Drake to lean on. Master Mayor. 

PoTTEB [A wizened litUe shoemaker, to another group] 
I said how 't would be. If Drake was n't put away, the 
Spaxiiaids would come, I said. And now they 're 
coming. 

Bewes [A fat butcher] How do you know? They 
han't been heard of for weeks. 

YoLB. That 's the worst on 't. Keeps me awake 
o' nights. 
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Potter. I say 'twould ha' been better for us if 
John Doughty's knife had struck straight. 

DoiDGE [A blticksmith] Think shame! Thoushouldst 
be in prison along wi' that black-hearted villain! 

Menhennick [Grocer] To speak so of England's 
Drake! 

Beckerleg [A baker] Devon's Drake! 

Mayor. Plymouth's Drake! 

Potter. You'll alter your tune when the Span- 
iards come! 

CouRTENAY [A joviol viviner] Will Drake let 'em? 
He 'U play at bowls wi' 'em, I warrant! [Points off] Do 
but look at his fleet! Do seem 's though he 'd spht his 
wood up, and every splinter had a-tumed into a ship! 

Potter. Pooh! One Spanish galleon would swallow 
the lot! D'ye know what the Spaniards call their 
fleet? The Fortunate and Invincible Armada, they 
call it! — Invincible! — And they ought to know! 

Tom [Coming up] Who 's talkin'? 

Brewer. Aw — ! That little foreigner from 
Lunnon. 

Tom. Then us don't need to take no heed. 

Bright. Be sure! 

Potter. Foreigner! — Me! — Two years set up in 
Plymouth ! — There ! That 's the sperrit that 's brought 
England to this pass. The proud stomach, and the 
eyes swelling with fatness! 

[Enier Lord Howard of Effingham, John 
Hawkins, Martin Frobisher, Sm Walter 
Raleigh, and Thomas Fenner, with other 
Captains, deep in consuUation] 

Menhennick. Looksee! Here be Captains o' the 
Fleet! 
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Mother Moone. Which be the Lord High Admiral, 
Tom? 

^ Tom. Lord Howard of Effingham, yonder, goes by 
the name; but 't is Drake us looks to. 

Bbight. Be sure! 

Howard [To his group] The reports you bring are 
disastrous. 

Frobisher. It has been a cruel winter. Lord 
Howard, and so far the summer has been worse. We 
could do no work at all. 

Hawkins. Our fruitless himt for the enemy a 
month ago has exasperated the men. 

Fenner. We must thank God the Spaniard did 
not come a year since as he was minded. 

Raleigh. Faith, sirs, we must thank Drake too. 
For had he not, as he calls it, singed the King of Spain's 
beard at Cadiz — 

Potter [To his group] All his life, Drake 's stirred 
up their righteous anger. And since his Knighthood! 
thrashed them at Vigo, Bilbao, Bayona, San Domingo, 
Cartagena! — And then Cadiz! Think o' Cadiz! 
Burning and sinking their whole Fleet! Shameful! 

Courtenay. Wasn't it making ready to faU on 
England? 

Potter. Ha'n't they a right to assemble their own 
ships in their own harbour, then? 

Menhennick. They 'd stolen our com*ships! 

Potter. And didn't Drake steal the great San 
Felipe — the King's treasure-ship? 

Bewes [Laughing] Ay, that crippled 'em! Singed 
the King's beard, by Gor! 

Potter. I only know one useful and Christian 
year in all Drake's life. The year he was Mayor of 
Pljrmouth. 
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Potter. I say 'twould ha' been better for us if 
John Doughty's knife had struck straight. 

DoiDGE [A blacksmith] Think shame! Thoushouldst 
be in prison along wi' that black-hearted villain! 

Menhennick [Grocer] To speak so of England's 
Drake! 

Beckerleg [A baker] Devon's Drake! 

Mayor. Plymouth's Drake! 

Potter. You'll alter your tune when the Span- 
iards come! 

CouRTENAY [A jofdol Vintner] Will Drake let 'em? 
He 'U play at bowls wi' 'em, I warrant! [Points off] Do 
but look at his fleet! Do seem 's though he 'd spUt his 
wood up, and every splinter had a-tumedinto a ship! 

Potter. Pooh! One Spanish galleon would swallow 
the lot! D'ye know what the Spaniards call their 
fleet? The Fortunate and Invincible Armada, they 
call it! — Invincible! — And they ought to know! 

Tom [Coming up] Who 's talkin'? 

Brewer. Aw — ! That little foreigner from 
Lunnon. 

ToM. Then us don't need to take no heed. 

Bright. Be sure! 

Potter. Foreigner! — Me! — Two years set up in 
Plymouth ! — There ! That 's the sperrit that 's brought 
England to this pass. The proud stomach, and the 
eyes swelling with fatness! 

[Enter Lord Howard of Effinoham, John 
Hawkins, Martin Frobisher, Sir Walter 
Raleigh, and Thomas Fenner, toUh other 
Captains, deep in coneuUaiion] 

Menhennick. Looksee! Here be Captains o' the 
Fleet! 
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Mother Moone. Which be the Lord High Admiral, 
Tom? 

^ Tom. Lord Howard of Effingham, yonder, goes by 
the name; but *t is Drake us looks to. 

Bright. Be sure! 

Howard [To his group] The reports you bring are 
disastrous. 

Frobisher. It has been a cruel winter. Lord 
Howard, and so far the summer has been worse. We 
could do no work at all. 

Hawkins. Our fruitless himt for the enemy a 
month ago has exasperated the men. 

Fenner. We must thank God the Spaniard did 
not come a year since as he was minded. 

Raleigh. Faith, sirs, we must thank Drake too. 
For had he not, as he calls it, singed the King of Spain's 
beard at Cadiz — 

Potter [To his group] All his life, Drake 's stirred 
up their righteous anger. And since his Knighthood! 
thrashed them at Vigo, Bilbao, Bayona, San Domingo, 
Cartagena! — And then Cadiz! Think o' Cadiz! 
Burning and sinking their whole Fleet! Shameful! 

Courtenay. Wasn't it making ready to faU on 
England? 

Potter. Ha'n't they a right to assemble their own 
ships in their own harbour, then? 

Menhennick. They 'd stolen our com-ships! 

Potter. And didn't Drake steal the great San 
Felipe — the Hong's treasure-ship? 

Bewes [Laughing] Ay, that crippled 'em! Singed 
the King's beard, by Gor! 

Potter. I only know one useful and Christian 
year in all Drake's life. The year he was Mayor of 
Pljrmouth. 
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put on a merrier face, lest these good folk think I teQ 
thee ill tidings. 

Howard. In good time, Sir Francis! And your 
fair lady! Mars and Venus, then! 

Elizabeth [Laughing] No, no, my lord! We're 
lawfully wed! 

Hawkins. What do you counsel. Cob? 

Drake. Whistle for a wind, Coz! 

Howard. I protest before God, I would I had not 
a foot of land in England, so that the wind would 
serve. 

Frobisher. The cits harass us with questions. The 
spirit has gone out of them. 

Drake. Ay! — I see — My old friend Potter *s at 
his tricks! [To Potter] Well, friend? Burning with 
love of coimtry as ever? [AU laugh] 

Potter. I speak as I think. Sir Francis. 

Drake. As you think you think. You must know» 
sirs, our friend is a true British bull-dog, and must ever 
growl over his own bone. To hear him you 'd say Eng- 
land's sailors were old hens, her soldiers fledglings, and 
her cause ever the wrong cause. You'd say dry-rot 
had weakened her sinews and warped her conscience; 
you'd say if Potter had her keys in his keeping he'd 
hand them to the enemy on a golden platter and thank 
him kindly for wiping his boots on his cloak. But 
let the enemy show his nose — and he, — yes, you, 
Potter! — will be the first to unhook his gun and oflPer 
his life. I know Potter, and I know all my Plymouth 
men. I know that if we were beaten off the seas and 
the enemy landed, the Tailor would take his shears, 
the Cobbler his awl, the Baker his shovel, the Smith 
his hammer, the Butcher his hatchet, and give a good 
account of the foe. Every house would spit fire; and 
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when the men had finished the women would begin. 
[Cheers] Marry, my masters, with such a spirit moving 
us all, what have we to fear? [Cheers] Moreover, the 
Spaniard 's not in sight. For all we know. Leviathan 
hath made a meal of him! [Laughter] Let 's put black 
thoughts out of our mind. The sun's shining, and the 
turf's level. My lord Howard — Sir Walter — I'll 
match you at bowls! Come, sirs! Spain shall be the 
Jack, and we '11 see who '11 give it the closest rub! 

[Cheers and laughter. A space is cleared] 

Tom [Bringing bowls to Howard] Choose your woods, 
my lord! 

Mayor [To Drake, offering his bowls] Take mine. 
Sir Francis. 

Drake. Ay, Mr. Mayor. They *11 have the true 
bias. 

Howard. Dame Drake, will you cast the Jack? 

Elizabeth [Throwing the smaU baU] So, then! — 
Towards Spain — for luck! 

[The men play, AU watch with keen interest] 

Howard [Shouting after his bowl] Rub! Rub! 
Menhennick [As Raleigh is about to play] Now» 
Sir Walter! Now! Fetch a compass! 

[Raleigh casts vjide. The Crowd groan] 

Raleigh [Laughing] Odds my life! A straight 
cast needs a swivel eye! 

Cries [As Drake is about to play] Drake! — Watch 
Drake! — Knock him. Sir Francis! — Cut him out! 

[JuM as Drake is about to cast, a wHd, breathlesSf 
dishevelled Mariner rushes in. It is Fleming] 
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Fleming [Shoiding] Sir Francis Drake! Sir Francia 
Drake! 

Dbake. Now thirty thousand plagues take thee, 
whoever thou be! — What! Nicholas Fleming! 

Cbies. Fleming the pirate! — Fleming the deserter! 
— Fleming the outlaw! — Death! 

Drake [Protecting Fleming] Not so fast! He 
hath some purpose! 

Fleming [Panting for breath] The — the — Span- 
iards are upon us! 

All [In vnld confusion] The Spaniards! — The 
Armada! — They're in the Sound! They're at our 
gates! 

Dbake. Peace! Peace! — Hi, there! See you 
touch not the Jack or the woods! — Now, rascal? 

Fleming. I was hove-to off the Scillys — 

Drake. Waiting to pounce on a mouse — pirate! 

Fleming [With a grin] As you waited for the San 
Felipe, Sir IVancis — 

Drake [Laughing] Forward with thy tale! 

Fleming. And the look-out cried: "Sail to star- 
board!" and "Sail to larboard!" and "SaU ahead!" — 
and up they came, a great half -moon — the horns 
showed first, and then the middle — a hundred and 
forty sail — Seven miles across! 

[Great excitement] 

Howard, Up ! — Up ! — Make ready ! 

Drake. Wait — [To Fleming] Were they sailing 
fast or slow? 

Fleming. Slow. 

Drake. Did they spy thee? 

Fleming. No. I was off like an arrow, «re they 
got fairly over the edge of the sea. 
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Fenneb. How do we know the fellow speaks truth? 

EuzABETH. Osirs! He 's outlawed. He hath risked 
his life to bring the tidings! 

Drake. Well said, Bess! [To Sm George] Sir 
George, you're a Justice of the Peace — 

Sir George. Nicholas Fleming — I will cause the 
outlawry to be lifted from thee — but thou and thy 
men shall serve the Queen. 

Fleming. That 's what I 'm here for! 

Howard [Impatiently] But now. Sir Francis? 

Drake. Mr. Mayor, send runners. Let the bea- 
cons blaze to-night. Start a girdle of fire about all 
England. [The Mayor sends Boys off. To Howard] 
My lord, at sundown the wind will turn. . Then I '11 
pilot you out of the harbour. 

Howard. But — in the meanwhile — ? 

Drake [CooUy] In the meanwhile, my lord, let us 
finish our game. 

[Consternation, **Is he crazy ? "J 

Drake. Come, my wood! I *11 have my cast over 
again. There 's time to finish the game and beat the 
Spaniards too! 

[As he is about to cast, the curtains close for a moment. 
When they open, it is night. Beacons are lighted 
on aUthe heights. The stage is empty] 

A Voice [The speaker is unseen] Who goes there? 

Another [As above] A friend. 

1st Voice. The word? 

2nd Voice. England is watching. 

1st Voice, Pass, friend! 

THE SCENE CHANGES 
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SCENE n 

On board the Revenge at Sea 

Sir Francis Drake 

Tom Moone 

Brewer 

Bright 

Diego 

Don Pedro db Valdez, Admiral of the Andalusian 

Squadron 

English and Spanish Mariners and Soldiers 



SCENE n 

Scene n — As soon as the curtains dose on the pre- 
vious scene, distant sounds of battle are heard: discordant 
trumpet-calls; drum roUs; cannon; cries of men; crash 
of timber. These continue throughout the following scenes 
mare and mxyre removed. When the curtains open, the 
deck cf the Revenge is seen, broadside on, and behind 
and alongside the towering height of a great Spanish 
galleon* The tvx) ships are grappling in a deaihstruggle, 
and the Spaniard is in a terrible plight; her mainmast is 
shattered and gone by the board; her tackle is in wild 
confusion; her sails are rags; her side is shot in, and 
she is all aslant and sinking. The Revenge has suffered 
also, and there are dead and wounded on her deck. Both 
the ships are seen through a haze and the background is 
all swarthy and lurid smoke, lighted upfUfuUy with sud- 
den flashes of flame. 

[Around the broken m,ast of the Spaniard her sur- 
vivors are huddled for a last stand. Among them is 
Don Pedbo de Valdez, in full armour. Drake, 
also in full armour, is standing on ihe left of the deck cf 
the Revenge. By his side are Bbeweb — his trum- 
peter — and Diego iriih his drum] 

Dhake. Grapple! — Thrust up the bridge! — For 
God and the Queen! 

[The crew of the Revenge cheer frantically. A 
sort cf broad stairway with hooked ends is hurled 

99 



SCENE n 

On board the Rev$nge at Sea 

Sir Francis Drake 

Tom Moone 

Breweh 

Bright 

Diego 

Don Pedro de Valdez, Admiral qf the Andalusian 

Squadron 

English and Spanish Mariners and Soldiers 



SCENE n 

Scene n — As soon as the curtains dose on the pre- 
vious scene, distant sounds of battle are heard: discordant 
trumpet-calls; drum roUs; cannon; cries of men; crash 
of timber. These continue throughout thefoUomng scene, 
more and mx/re removed. When the curtains open, the 
deck of the Revenge is seen, broadside on, and behind 
and alongside the towering height of a great Spanish 
galleon. The two ships are grappling in a death-struggle, 
and the Spaniard is in a terrible plight; her mainmast is 
shattered and gone by the board; her tackle is in wild 
confusion; her sails are rags; her side is shot in, and 
she is all aslant and sinking. The Revenge has suffered 
also, and there are dead and wounded on her deck. Both 
the ships are seen through a haze and the background is 
all swarthy and lurid smoke, lighted up fitfully with sud- 
den flashes of flame, 

[Around the broken mast of the Spaniard her sur- 
vivors are huddled for a last stand. Among them is 
Don Pedro de Valdez, in full armour, Drake* 
also in full armour, is standing on the Iqft of the deck cf 
the Revenge, By his side are Brewer — his trum- 
peter — and Diego with his drum] 

Drake. Grapple! — Thrust up the bridge! — For 
God and the Queen! 

[The crew of the Revenge cheer frantically, A 
sort of broad stairway with hooked ends is hurled 
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(igainst the Spaniard, where there is a great 
breach in her aide, and the men begin to atoarm 
up it, Don Pedbo throtos up kis hands in de- 
spair, and advances, expressing his desire to 
parley. At once Drake motions to Bbeweb and 
Diego. Trumpet-caU and roll. The men, who 
were haJf up the steps, scramble down, leaving 
Tom Moone alone on them] 

Drake. Mr. Moone, bid them surrender. 

Tom [To Don Pedro] Do you surrender? 

Don Pedro. I am Don Pedro de Valdez, Admiral 
of the Andalusian Squadron. I stand upon my honour. 
I demand conditions. 

Tom [To Drake] Says he wants conditions. 

Drake. I have no leisure to parley. If he yield — 
well. If not, sink him. 

Tom [To Don Pedro] Yield or sink, says Drake. 

Don Pedro [Startled] Is your Captain El Draqu6? 

Tom. Ay, is he! 

Don Pedro. I yield! 

Tom [To Drake] He yields! 

Drake. Then receive him with all honour. 

[The crew of the Revenge line up and form a 
guard of horu)ur. Trumpet flourish and drum 
roll, Don Pedro and his Men com^ doum the 
improvised bridge. The Men, all but two Officers 
who remain with Don Pedro, are led off, Drake 
steps forward to meet Don Pedro. Don Pedro 
ceremx)niously hands Drake his sword, which 
he as ceremoniously receives] 

Don Pedro. Don Francesco, my men and I 
were resolved to die — 
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Drake [Very courteously] A Spaniard has no need 
to tell me that. 

Don Pedbo. Had we not fallen into the hands of 
the most famous of English Captains, whose valour 
and generosity are proverbial, even among his greatest 
foes. 

Drake. Don Pedro de Valdez, we all bear witness 
to your prowess. It is but the fortune of war that you 
ure on my ship, not I on yours. The Revenge is 
proud to hold the flower of Spanish chivalry as her 
guest. 

[With much ceremony Drake escorts Don Pedro 
offL.] 

Tom. Now, boys, let 's see what 's inside her! 

[As the Men svxirm into the Spanish ship with a 
yeU:] , 

THE SCENE CHANGES 
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SCENE m 

The WeH FroniqfOld St. PauTs 

A Tailob 
A Haberdabrxb 
John Doughtt 
Don Pedro Zubiaub 
Trtphena Moonb 

A PiKEMAN 

Menhennick 

DOIDGB 
POTTEB 

Balladmonoeb 

The Queen 

Dame Elizabeth Dbakb 

Sm Francis Drake 

All the other characters in the plop (except Thomas Douohtt) 
and 

Fair-Folk; The GuiLDa of London; The Lobd Matob; 
Sheriffb; Aldermen or London; Mace-Bbabeb; Swobd- 
bearer; Dean; Chapter and Choib of St. Paul's; Bishop 
OF Salibbubt; Appbentices; Gibls; Flowkb-Gibls; Mab- 
iNEBs; Men-at-abmb; Tbumpetebs; Pikxmxn; Cbowd; Etc. 



SCENE in 

Scene TIL— -The West Front qf Old Si. PauTs, seen 
from between the last two houses qf Ludgate HiU where 
it opens iriio St, PavTs Churchyard. At the hack a 
flight of broad steps lead up to the door qf the Cathedral. 
On each side of the Cathedrcd the houses surrounding it 
are seen; but nearer the front they are out of sight owing 
to the projecting angles qf Ludgate HiU. The houses are 
all hung with Hue doth and gorgeously decorated. Across 
Ludgate HiU, wreaths qf roses, alternately red and while, 
are so closely hung that the front of the scene remains 
throughout in half light. The entrances are from each 
side beyond the Cathedral, from behind each angle of 
Ludgate HiU, and a very narrow and dark lane — Creed 
Lane — debouches on the Uft, close in front. When the 
curtains open, the stage is not crowded, but isfuU qf bustle 
and activity. Groups qf country-people who have been 
wailing aU [night are camped on the steps qf St. PauTs 
eating the provisions they have brought tdth them. Boys 
are streuring green rushes on the ground. Workmen are 
putting finishing touches to the decorations. The sound 
qf distant bells and distant music is in the air. On the 
right of Ludgate HiU a Tailob is putting up his shutters, 
helped by his Apprentice. On the Uft a Haberdasher 
and his Apprentice are similarly engaged. At the 
comer of Creed Lane John Doughty, heavily cloaked, is 
lurking, with Zubiaxtr at his side. 

Tailor [Shouting across the street] Great day for 
England, neighbour! 
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Haberdasher. Bad for trade, though! To have 
to shut up shop at ten i' the moming! 

Tailor. I'd do more than that to pleasure the 
Queen! 

Haberdasher [Laughing] Ay» 't is well known you 'd 
marry her if she 'd have you! 

Tailor's Apprentice [Painting up R.] Here come 
the shoemaker 'prentices! 

Haberdasher's Apprentice. Down with 'em — ! 
[ShoiUs] Mercers here! 

Shoemaker Apprentices [Coming dovm from the 
far comer] Shoemakers here! 

[Apprentices rush in and join sides. Tremendous 
fight, which drives the 'peaceful pienie-parties qff 
St, Paid*s steps. Now a crowd cf Girls come 
running down from ike far comer Z.] 

The Girls [Shxyuiing] The fair-folk from South- 
wark ! — Fair-folk ! Fair-folk ! 

All the Apprentices [Cease fighting^ and shout] 
Pax! Pax! Pax! 

[They join the GiRi£, and loith them surge up to 
the left, where a body of mountebanks and gipsies 
enter in a gay procession, preceded by a drum and 
fife] 

Tailor [Who has crossed to the Haberdasher] 
Thank the Lord we got our shutters up! 

[Now everybody is watching the fair-folk who wre 
performing in the churchyard] 

Zubiaur. Is the knife sharp? 
John Doughty [Showing an ugly curved knife] 
Feel! 
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ZuBiAXTB. You know 't is certain death? 

Doughty. And certain Paradise. 

ZuBiAUB. You failed once before. 

Doughty. I struck in blind rage: only for revenge; 
and I thought of my own safety. Prison has purified 
me. My sainted brother speaks to me — counsels 
me. He bids me strike for the glory of God, and he 
offers me the martyr's crown. [Exalted] I shall be 
with him to-day! [As though he saw his brother] Ay, 
Thomas, to-day! — And I shall see my enemy in ever- 
lasting flames. 

ZuBiAUB. Shall I stay with you? 

Doughty. No. Go to Spain. Tell King Philip 
that what all his Invincible Armada could not do, 
the hand of one man hath done. 

ZuBiAUR. But — to leave you — alone — ! 

Doughty [Pointing to an unseen figure] My brother 
is here, whispering comfort. Begone! 

[ZuBiAUK slips doton the lane. Doughty 9tays 
hidden behind a projection, but always in sight 
of the audience. Now a company of Pikemen 
march in and clear the centre of the stage, driving 
the people to the sides cf the churchyard and to 
the comers of Ludgate HiU, Behind them, coming 
out from the right comer of Ludgate HiU, enter 
Mother Moone urith Doidge, Menhennick, 
and Potter. The Crowd point at them good' 
naturedly; they are quite unconcerned] 

Cries. Hulloa, Mother! Got three strings to 
your bow, eh? We 're looking at you! 

A VbicE [Very gravdy] Dear, dear! If your poor 
husband saw you now! 
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[The Apprentices break through the Pikemen, and 
joining hands, dance round the group, singing: — 

, Where are you going to, my pretty maid? 

MoTHEB MooNE [Shaking her stick at them] Let I 
out, wool 'ee, Passel o' rapscallions! 

A FtKEMAN. What's this, now? [Driving the Ap- 
FBENTiCES atra^^] Off with you! [T^o Mother Moone, 
trying to thrust her into the crovd, L,\ And you get in, 
get in! 

Mother Moone [Standing well to the fore] Thankee 
kindly, but we '11 see very well here. v\;;« 

FiKEBCAN [Pushing her hack with the pde qf his pike] 
Back you go, old woman! 

Voice in Crowd [L,] Come to my arms, pretty! 

Mother Moone [Getting angry] Bum my wig 
and feathers! — that ever I should say so! — D' you 
know who you be talking to, you little skippitin' 
article? I be Trjrphena Moone, lawful wife o' Captain 
Thomas Moone, Sir Francis Drake's chief officer. 

Menhennick [Finding his courage] 'Tis so true 
as nothin' at all! 

DoiDOE. We 'm Plymouth folk, come to see Drake 
in his glory. 

Potter. And our Mayor, in his. 

Haberdasher [Making room for them] Stand here, 
friends. I 've an aunt in Plymouth. 

PiKEMAN. And try to behave like a decent old 
woman. 

Mother Moone [Sm4)othing her ruffled feathers] 
Well, to be sure! [To Haberdasher] Thank 'ee 
kindly, though. 

[A B ALLAD-MoNOER com^ olong the edge qf the Crowd» 
droning dolorotisly] 
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Ballad-Mongeb. 

Sir Francis Drake was bom, I ween, 

At Tavistock in Devon, 
And when he quits this mortal scene 

He'll surely go to Heaven. 

[Spoken] Thirty-nine verses, setting forth the birth, 
life, and heroic deeds of Francis Drake, Knight, with 
his true presentment done from life. One groat. Buy! 
Buy! Buy! 

Mother Moone. Here, young feller! Gi'e us one. 
DoiDOE [Pointing to the far comer, R.] Oh, look! 
look! 

[From beyond St, PauVs, R., cornea a proceseion 
of the Guilds op London, with their banners. 
They march to C, divide and line up on each 
side, in front of the crowd] 

Habebdasher. These be the Honourable City 
Companies. 

Menhennick. Ay — us ha* Guilds to Plymouth, 
all so well. 

Doioge [Pointing upwards to St. Paul's] Do but 
hark to the bim-boms! 

Ballad-Monger [Returning] Buy! Buy! Buy! 
The complaint of the Spanish Don on leaving his coun- 
try to fight England. [Sings: — ] 

And must I leave my native shore? 

Alas, my heart will break! 
I do not want to go to war 

And meet the cruel Drake. 

Doidge [PoirUing to far R.] Who 'm thick? 
Tailor [Not understanding] Eh? — Oh! who 's 

107 



DBAKE 

that? — That's Sir Richard Martin, Lord Mayor o' 
London, with the Sheriffs and Aldermen. 

[Enter from R. the Lord Mayor, vnih the Mace- 
bearer, Sword-bearer, Sheriffs, and Alder- 
men. With them the Mayor of Plymouth, with 
YoLE, Bewes, Courtenay and Beckert.kg, 
all in scarlet gowns] 

Menhennick [To Potter] Be you thankful us 
brought 'ee along? 

Potter. Pooh! I'm a Londoner! I've seen Pag- 
eants afore now. You should ha' been here when King 
Philip o' Spain came to marry Queen Mary. That was 
something! 

DoiDGE Aw — ! Stop thy cackle. There 's our 
Mayor! There *s William Hawkins! 

Menhennick. So 'tis! And Yole, Bewes, Becker- 
leg, and Courtenay! 

Mother Moone [Shoiding] Keep it up, William! 
You *re looking first rate, William! 

Menhennick [Yelling] Beckerleg! 

Pikeman. Less shouting, there! 

DoiDGE. The Lord Mayor o'Lunnon's shaking 
hands wi' un. 

Potter. A great honour. 

Mother Moone. Aw — William was never stuck 
up; he *d shake hands wi' anybody! 

Haberdasher. Look — look ! — They 're opening 
Paul's Church. The Singing Men ! That 's the Chapter. 
That's the Dean! Who's that? 

Tailor. The Bishop o' Salisbury. 

[The great doors of St. PavTs open and the Choir 
coTne Old, They divide on the top step to let the 
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Chapter pass through. The Canons divide^ 
pas8 along the step below, and get bach to the top 
step at each end qf the Choib. The Dean and 
the Bishop remain in the centre qf the Choir. 
A Beadle brings a velvet cushion and places it 
on the step below the Bishop] 

DoiDGE. What *s he puttin' on step? 

Tailor. A cushion for the Queen to say her prayers 
on. 

Menhennick. Id n* her goin' into Church, then? 

Tailor. No. She 's to thank God in the open, before 
all her people. [To Mother Moone] Think of it! 
You *11 see the Queen!] 

Mother Moone. Aw — ! Don't talk to me! — 
I be all on tenterhooks to see my Tom! 

Haberdasher. Soon now. Here be the flower- 
girls, to greet the Queen. 

[Six Girls in white with wreaths on their heads, and 
bearing rush baskets qf flowers come down, R, 
Distant trumpets] 

Tailor [In great excitement] Hark! The Queen! 

[Movement in the Crowd — a surging forward and 
turning towards L, back, repressed by the Pike- 
men. Confuted cries, murmurs, shouts, but the 
following v?ords stand out: — " The Queen's com^ 
ingr'—"The Queenr—''Where9"—"Iseeher 
coach r* — [A Child] " Mother, I can't see noth- 
ing I" — [ The Child is lifted shoulder high\ " Here 
she comes!** — "She*sgothercroumonI" — "Bow- 
ing and smiling! ** — " Look cU the flower-girls! " — 
" PreUy maids! " — " There's Hatton! "—■" Ra- 
leigh! Raleigh!" — ''There's old Bvrghley! '' -- 
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''Wonder haw he fedtl** [NotD the shouts inereaee] 
'*TheQueenI---ElizabeihI--LimgUveiheQueerU** 
— [An ufumimmtsuproarY*Godsa9ethe QueerU** — ^| 
[Meanwhile^ coming from the far corner^ £., the 
QuEEi^B Pbocebsion hos entered^ as foUows: 
Firsi e Mabshal, hearing a white wand; then 
eight irumpe^srs, vith long siher trumpets; 
TmRBtasvB'j and Footukk; Cdttuehzn-at- 
aeub; the Queei^s coach, drawn by two nvUk- 
white steedst led by grooms; beside the Coach, 
William Devekeux, Eabl of Essex, leads the 
Queen's horse qf state; then Ladies cf the Court, 
induding Elizabeth Sydenham; then the 
Lords qf the Council, induding Bxtbohlet, 
Raleigh, and Hatton; then Judges. Gen- 
tlemen-at-abmb dose the procession. The 
Trumpetebs turn off and standing on the lowest 
step qf St. PavTs blow a trumpet-march whUe 
the procession makes the circuit qf the stage. The 
Queen's coach, which is merdy a platform on 
very low wheels inside the frame, has a canopy cf 
doth of gold supported by four gUt piUars. It is 
brought up at ^ right angle qf Ludgate HiU. 
There the horses are unhooked and led qff, R. 
Four Pensionebs lift the pillars out qf their 
sockets, and so carry off the canopy. Two Foot- 
men Ut down the side qf the coach which forms 
steps, and now the coach is a throne. The Coub- 
TiEBS, etc. form two groups bdow and above the 
throne. Meanwhile the Lobd Matob and 
Shebiffs have advanced with the Mace-beabeb 
and Swobd-beabeb. The Lobd Mayob takes 
the siDord and offers it to the Queen. She touches 
it and he hands it back to <Ae^ Swobd-beabeb. 
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AU rUcy bow, and retire to the right end cf St 
PavTs steps. Meanwhile, as soon as the cries 
cf the Crowd have subsided: — ] 
MoTHEB MooNB [Sobbing JoT joy] Aw — ! There's 
nursling! — There *8 Bess! — There 's Dame Drake!}— 
'T is too much! I shall cry in a minute! 
Tailor. I am crying! 

Haberdasher [Excited] Did Vou say Dame Drake? 
Which? Which? 

Mother Moonb. Why, the purtiest, o' course! — 
DonH speak to I! 

[Now enter briskly from the Jar L, Lord Howard of 
Effinoham, John Hawkins, Maihin Fro- 
BisHER, John Fenner, and other Captains. 
The Crowd burst out with renewed enthusiasm] 

Menhennick [Dancing with excitement] The Cap- 
tains! The Captains! 

[The Captains salute the Queen, and, as they pass 
before her, she gives Hawkins and Frobisher 
Ute accolade qf knighthood] 

Tailor. Where 's Drake? 'T is Drake I want to see ! 
Mother Moone [Amazed] He 'm not wi* 'em. 
DoiDGE. Why not? Why in blazes not? 
Haberdasher. Look! The Queen.'s knighting 'em! 
DoiDGE. Aw — ! I don't care! Wheer 's Drake? j 
Potter. He has many enemies. 
Menhennick [Fiercely] What d' ye mean? 
Potter. Nothing. But an accident soon happens. 
DoiDOE [Pushing kis sleeves back] If harm's come 
to 'un all Devon'll be up! 

[Shouting in the Jar L„ which gradually spreads to 
the whole crowd] 
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Tailor. What are they shouting for up yonder? 
Harwrdaahbr. Is it Drake? 

[Enter, led by Tom Moone, eleven Sailors, ecuA 
carrying a tattered, smohe-hegrimed banner. 
The Cromtd grow wUdly enthusiastic] 

Mother Moone [Craning forward] No! 'Tis the 
sailor-men, wi' the colours we 've won. Here *s Tom! 
Here's Tom! Here's Tom! 

PlKEAIAN. Be still! 

Mother Moone. Be still yourself! — [She shotde] 
Tom! Tom Moone! 

[He waves his stoord at her. Frantic cheers. The 
Sailors dip the colours before the Queen. They 
are just turning to go up, when: — ] 

Mother Moone. Aw — ! I can't bear it! 

[And before the Pikemen can do anything she 
dashes ai Tom, throws her arras round his neck 
and gives him a sounding kiss. The people burst 
into Homerie laughter, in which the Queen joins, 
and which merges into a joyous cheer. Pikemen 
run out to seize Mother Moone, but retire at a 
motion from the Queen, and Mother Moone 
stands proudly with Tom. The Sailors take the 
banners up St. Paul's steps and fix them in sockets 
in the wall. Then they form up at the bottom on the 
Iqft. 

Now all the Apprentices and Girds come running 
doum from the far L., waving ikeir caps, etc., and 
shouting 'DrakBr — 'Here *s Drake!* 

The Crowd surges upwards and is with difficutty 
held back by the FiKBMEN. It looks as Uwugh there 
were going to be an ugly rush. Contintial shouts 

11« 



DRAKE 

of " Drake! " — " England's Drake! " FinaUy the 
Crowd are forced back into some sort qf order, 
but there is only just room enough for Drake to 
pass, and the Crowd stoays and gesticulaies in a 
sort cf frenzy of excitement. 

Meanwhile Doughty has been praying in his hid-- 
ing-place, conversing vyUh his unseen brother, and 
tvorking himself up into the wildest exaltation. 

Enter Drake, preceded by Diego tvith his drum, and 
by Brewer, Bright, and Fleming. He comes 
down hat in hand, debonair, self-possessed, laugh- 
ing, waving his hand. The Crowd are beside them- 
selves with joy. Roses are flung at him, showered 
on him from the windows; caps are tossed in the 
air; Girls tear off their neclcerchiefs to toave at 
him. The Queen summons Elizabeth] Syden- 
ham to her side. At the moment when Drake has 
reached the left comer in front. Doughty cries 
fiercely: — ] 

Doughty. Into Thy hands, God! 

[He dashes out toUdly, and makes a horrible stab at 
Drake. The Queen leaps to her feet, Eliza- 
beth Sydenham utters a scream. The Crowd 
give a cry of horror. There is a sudden dead 
silence. Then rumours and increasing cries: 
" Drake 's kUled! " — " Treason! ";— " The Queen 's 
kiUed'' — ''What's happened?'' — ''Drake!'' — 
"Murder!" — "Stone him!"— "Hang him!" — 
"Death!" "Death!" — The cries swell to a roar 
cf bloodthirsty rage. Doughty 's knife has got 
caught in Drake's short cloak, and before he can 
strike again, Drake has hold qf his wrist. Pike- 
men and others have rushed forward] 
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Drake [ShouHng] Back! — [Quickly, to Brewer, 
Bright, and Flemino] Down Creed JLane ! — the river ! 
— a boat! — [Then he steps hriskly forward, where the 
Crowd can see him, shouting] I am unhurt — ! — No 
hann but a rent in my cloak! — [Showing it, and laugh- 
ing] Not the first! 

Cries. He's safe! — Drake 's imhurt! — Thank God 
— [Cheers] 

[The excitement dies down. Meanwhile the Sailors 
have quickly and roughly dragged and pushed 
Doughty dotvn Creed Lane. They return im- 
mediately. Drake has crossed to the Queen. 
He kneels brfore her. She expresses her concern, 
and he assures Jier and his wife qf his safety. 
He kisses the Queen's hand. The Marshall 
signals to the Trumpeters. Two qf them blow 
a flourish. All the noises qf the Crowd grad- 
uaUy cease. There are cries of ** Silence!" — 
''Hearken!" — etc.] 



Queen. Now, more than ever, have we cause to 
thank God! Come, my lords! 

[With Burghley and Hatton on either side she 
goes up the steps qf St. Paul's. Flower-girib run 
forward and strew roses in front of her. The 
C APT AiNS are ranged on the l^ of the steps, Drake 
and Elizabeth Sydenham stand with the Cap- 
tains, but nearest the Queen. T^JQueen kneels, 
facing the Cathedral. The Bishop stands in front 
cf her] 

Crowd. She 's going to give thanks! — Hats off! — 
Silence! 

114 



DRAKE 

[A moment of absolute silence. The Queen beckons 
to Elizabeth Sydenham. She gives her a velvet 
bag, which Elizabeth lays on the golden alms^ 
dish the Dean is holding ready] 

Crowd. She's giving her thank-offering. — That's 
Dame Drake. 

[The Bishop pronounces the Blessing over the Queen» 
unheard. She rises. Flourish qf four trumpets. 
The Queen turns towards her people. Tears are 
streaming from her eyes] 

Crowd. She 's going to speak — silence! 

[A great ^'Sshl" goes tip from, the Crowd. They 
try to press closer] 

Queen [With great emotion] My loving People! 

[A sudden strenuous shout: ** God save the Queen! "] 

Queen [Smiling through her tears, and holding up her 
hand] Nay, you must listen, if you would hear what I 
have to say. 

Crowd. Quiet! Silence! — 

Queen. My heart is so full that I cannot make 
a long oration. [Murmurs] You may well have a 
greater prince: you shall never have a more loving 
prince. [*'Ah, hear her! Elizabethr'] We thank Al- 
mighty God to-day that for all our manifold short- 
comings he hath not suffered the enemy to prevail 
[Subdued cheers] nor the oppressor to set his yoke 
upon our necks. [Great cheers] And, under Grod, 
we must thank the brave men who safe-guarded our 
realm with their lives, and went forth unfearing against 
overwhelming odds. [Great cheers. She tums^to the 
Captains and the Men] Officers and men — gentle 
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and simple — the greatest and the least — your Queen 
thanks you! — the Nation thanks you! — God bless 
you all! 

[EjnthusiagHc cheering. Then: — ] 
A Voice. We want Drake! 

[This cry is taken up. *' DraJcel" — '' Let Drake 
speak!" — *^Drakel Drake!" Tkis becomes a 
tremendous shovi] 

[The Queen beckons to Drake and shows him the 
eager crowd. She motions to him to come up 
higher. He obeys, and stands on the same step 
as the Queen. His idfe is one step lower, looking 
up at him. AU on the steps make way, so that 
Drake is clearly seen; and all turn to hear him. 
The Crowd press and urge forvxird Enthu- 
siastic cheers. The Sailors are frantic wiih joy] 

9 

Drake. Men of England! 
Crowd. Silence! — Hush! [Intense silence] 
Drake. I cannot speak as I would, for your love 
grips me by the throat, and chokes my voice, and makes 
my words seem meaningless. [Murmurs] Is it a 
marvel we fought gladly, ay, and would gladly have 
died, for so dear a land and for such a Queen? [Cheers] 
We have opened the gates of the Sea, we have given you 
the keys of the World. [Cheers] The little spot ye 
stand on has become the centre of the earth. [Cheers] 
From this day forward the English merchant can rove 
whither he will, and no man shall say him nay. [Cheers] 
Our labour is done: yours is to begin. Y^Tell U4s! ] 
Men pass away, but the People abide. See that ye hold 
fast the heritage we leave you ['*Ay, ay!"] Yea, 
and teach your children its value: that never in the 

116 



DRAKE 

coining centuries their hearts may fail them, or their 
hands grow weak! [Cheers] Men of England! Hith- 
erto we have been too much afraid! Henceforth we 
will fear only God! 

[Moved by a common impiUae, the Crowd on both 
sides of the ojpen space sway resisHessly inward 
and break spontaneously into the following Psalm, 
which the Choib on St. PauVs steps take up, aa 
does also the Organ toilhin the Cathedral:] 

Let God arise, and then His foes 
Will turn themselves to flight: 

His enemies then will run abroad. 
And scatter out of sight. 

PSuzABETH Sydenham has sunk on her husband's 
breast. At the end of the Psalm the People all 
turn towards the Queen and Drake wilh ovU 
stretched arms. Cries: *^God save the QueenI 

— ^*God save Drake!" — *'God save England! 

— Flags are v)aved. Roses are tossed on high, 
trumpets blare, bells clash, and the sun quivers 
on the Queen and Drake] 

CURTAIN 
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